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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES 


Lord HALLIFAX 


| 


My L 0 R D, a Ty q 
P I could have the Vanity to make a 
=) Merit of Dedicating this TRAGEDY, 

4 24 I ſhould here take an Opportunity of 

< telling You, that I am, in This, en- 
deavouring to make the beſt, and only 
Return I am capable of, for all thoſe: 
Marks of exceeding Goodneſs and Humanity, 
which I have till had the Honour to meet with 
from Your Lordſhip. But ſince the Matter is quite 
other wiſe, ſince it is highly to my Advantage to 
ſhelter my ſelf under ſo great a Name; fince I have 
done my ſelf ſo much Honour by it; I am bound 
to own, with all the Gratitude I am capable of, that 
Your Lordſhip's Patronage is a new, and will be. 


a laſting Obligation upon mmame. 
"a e Mon 


—— — 


The Dedication, 


Moſt kinds of Poetry, but eſpecially TÃAcpizs, 
come into the World now, like Children born un- 
der ill Stars; a general Indifference, or rather Diſ- 
inclination, attends like a bad Influence upon em; 
and after having buſtled thro? ill Uſage, and a ſhort! 
Life, they fleep and are forgotten. The Reliſh of 
Things of this kind is certainly very much alter d 
from what it was ſome time ſince; and tho* I won't 
preſume to cenſure other Peoples Pleaſures, and 

preſcribe to the various Taſtes of Mankind; yet L 
will take the Liberty to ſay, that thoſe who ſcorn 
to be entertain'd like their Fore-Fathers, will hardly 
fubſtitute ſo reaſonable a Diverſion in the Room of 
that which they have laid aſide. I could wiſh there 
were not ſo much Reaſon as there is to attribute 
this Change of Inclinations to a Difeſteem of Learn» 
ing itſelf, Too many People are apt to think, that 
Books are not neceflary to the finiſhing the Charac- 
ter of a fine Gentleman; and are therefore eaſily 
drawn to deſpiſe what they know nothing of. But, 
my Lord, among all theſe mortifying Thoughts, it 
js {till a Pleaſure to the Muſes, to think there are 
fome Men of toodelicate Underſtandings to givein- 
to the Taſtes of a deprav'd Age; Men that have not 
only the Power, but the Will, to protect thoſe Arts 
which they love, becauſe they are Maſters of em. 

It would be very eaſy for me to diſtinguiſ one 
among thoſe few, after the moſt advantageous Man- 
ner; but all Men of eommon Senſe have con- 
curr'd in doing it already, and there is no need of 
a Panegyrick. F 

could be almoſt tempted-to expoſtulate with. 
the reſt of the World (for I am fure there is no 
Occation to make an Apology to Your Lordfhip). 
in Defence of Poetry. I am far from thinking of 
2'$00d Poet, as the Sroicks did of their Wiſe- man, 
that he was ſufficient for every thing, could be eve- 
ry thing, and excel in every thing, 4s he hx 
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3 The Dedication. | 
yet ſure I may be allow'd to ſay, that that Brights 
neſs, Quickneſs, that Strength and Greatneſs of 
Thinking, which is _— in Mia! of the nobler” 
Kinds of Poetry, would raiſe a Man to an-uncgm- 
mon Diſlin & ion in 1 or-Bufinels, that 
has a Relation to good Senſe and Underſtanding. 
One modern Inſtance can at leaſt be given, where 
the ſame Genius that ſhave in Poctey, was ſound* 
equal to the firſt Employments of the State; and 
where the fame Man, who by his Virtne and Wit 
dom was highly uſeful to, aud inſtrumental — 
Safety and Happineſs of his native Country, had 
been equally ornamental to it in his Wit. | 

This is what I con not help ſaying, for the Hor 
nour of an Art Which has been formerly the Favou- 
rite of the greateſt Men. Not that it wants a Re- 
eommendation to Your Lordſhip, who harcalweys 
been a conſtant and generous Protector of it. This 
indeed would be much more properly ſaid to the 
World, and when 1 have told em what Men have 
equally adorn'd it, and been adorr'd by it, I might not 
unfitly apply to em, what Horace ſaid to the Piſo's; 
Ne forte Pudori ap ue 

Sit tibi Muſa Lyre ſolers & Cantor Apollo. 
For my own inconſiderable Pretenſions to Verſe, 
E ſhall, I confeſs, think better even of them, than 1 
have ever yet done, if they ſhall afford me the Ho- 
nour to be always thought, 


My L O A 2. 
Dur Lerdbbips maſt obedient, _ 
and devoted bungble Servant, 
N. RoFW an 


A-4 PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mr. Bettertor. 


= INCE to your fam'd Fore-Fathers quite contrary ; 

You from their Pleaſures, as their Wiſdom, vary; 
What Art, what Method, ſhall the Poet find, 
To hit the Taſte of each fantaſtick Mind: 
Legions of Joys your wand'ring Fancies lead, | 
Like Summer Flies, which in the Sbambles breed; 8 
Each Tear they ſwarm anew, and to the laſt ſucceed. 
Time was, when Fools by Fellowſhip were known 
But now they ſtray; and in this populous Town 8 
Each Coxcomb has a Folly of his own. © 
Some dreſs, ſome dance, ſome play; not to forget 
Tour Piquet Parties, and your dear Baſſet. 
Some Praiſe, ſome Rail, ſome Bow, and ſome make Faces; 
Tour Country Squires hunt Foxes, your Court, Plates. 
The City too fills up the various Scene, 102 
Where Fools lay Wagers, and where Wiſe Men win. 
One rails at Cælia for a late Miſchance; 949 1 
One grumbles and cries up the Pow'r of France. 
This Man talks Politicks, and that takes Pills; 
One cures his own, and one the Nation's Ills. 
Now Fidling, and the Charms of Sing- Song, win ye; 
Har myonious Peg and warbling Valentini. 
As to your Drinking — but for that we ſpare it, 
Nor with your other vile Delights compare it, 
There's ſomething more than Sound, there's Senſe i in 

Claras. 
Mean 


PROLOGUE. 
Mean while neglefted Verſe, in long Diſgrace, 
Amongſt your many Pleaſures finds no Place; 
The virtuous Laws of common Senſe forſwearing, 
You damn us like packt Juris, without hearing. 
Each puny Whipſter here, is Wit enough, | 
With ſcornful Airs, and ſupercilious Snuff, 
To cry, This Tragedy's ſuch damn'd grave Stuff. 
But now we hope more equal Judges come, 
Since Flanders ſends the generous Warriors home : 
You that have fought for Liberty and Laws, 
Whoſe Valour the proud Gallick Tyrant awes, 
Join to aſſert the ſinking Muſes Cauſe, 
Since the ſame Flame, by different Ways expreſs'd, 
Glows in the Hero's and the Poets Breaſt; 
The ſame great Thoughts that rouſe you to the Fight 
Inſpire the Muſe, and bid the Poet write. 


8 
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EPILOGUE. 


8 poken by Mrs. Oldfeld, who ace 
x Ecbelinda. 42 | 


T HE Buſineſs of the Day being now gone thro', 
I quit the Saint, and am hike-one of you ;- 

As well-:to look to, tho" not quite, ſo good; 

I-bate in Spirit, but keep my Fleſh and Blood. 

The Moral of this Play being rightly ſcann d, 

1s, He that leaves his nown dear Wife is damn d. 

I leave to you to make the Application: 

The Doctrine, tho a little out of Faſhion, 

May be of uſe in this ſame ſinful Nation. 

What think you of the Matter? Which of yon 

Would, for his Sponſe, like my true Turtle do: 

When Wealth and Beauty both at once importune, 

Who would not leave his Wiſe, to make his Fortune? 

To ſome, I know, it may appear but odly, 

That this Place, of all others, ſhould turn godly : 

But what of that? Since ſome good Souls there are, 

Would gladly be inſtrutted any where ; 

Nor ſhould you ſcorn the Weakneſs of the Teacher, 

The.Wiſef Man is not the ableſt Preacher. 

Ev'n we, poor Women, have ſometimes the Pour, | 

Read as you are, and rich in Learnings Store, 0 


To teach you Men what you ne er knew before... 


To no Enthuſiaſtick Rage we. ſwell, 
dr foarn, nor act Tom Turgbler out ef Zeal.. 


EPILOGUE. 


But tho' -we dow's pretend nnn. 1 
Yet, like the Prophets of a 205 bour * + 8 
Our Teaching chiefly lies in AGITATION. 
Perhaps, indeed, ſuch gre your wapd'ring Brains, 

Our Author might have ſpar'd his Tragiek Pains : 
By that you've ſupp'd, and are ſet in to Drinking, 
Soma futter Martens will employ your Thinking; © 
With Nymphs Divine, writ on each Glaſs 9 96 
You'l bs buf lptle better for our Stary. 
But ſince the parting Hour, the' late, will come, - 
And wit of you at leaſt as I preſume, 
May find ſome kind, inſtructive She at home; 
Then Curtain Leftures will, I hofe, be read, 
Thoſe Morals then, which from your Thoughts wore fled, C 


380 x... 


Dramatis Perſons: | 
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M E N. 


Heng Kin of Kent, Son toHengi 
wee Saxon Invader of r. ; Me: Booth, 


Aribert, his Brother. r xy "Me: Wits.” oo 
Offa, a Saxon Prince. Nx. Hathande. 
| Seofrid, firſt Miniſter and Favourite 2 
to the King. | * . Milt” 


Ofwald, Friend to Aribert. þ Mr. Kast 


1 


WOMEN. 


Rodogune, a Saxon Princeſs, Siſter to 
0 25 betrothed to the King. 5 Mrs. Barry. 


Ethelinda, a Brits) þ Lady, privately 


marry'd 0 ert. 


7 $ Mrs. ol 
Prieſts, Officers Soldiers, . Attendants. 


SCENE in Kent, about Y wenty Years 
after the firſt Invaſion of Britain by the 
Saxons. | * 


THE 


. 


ar nie düfte Jol nad r 


ROYAL co NVERT; 


A. 


= ” . 5 
D $4 | MY \ 


ACT SOENE L 


* . * — 
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' 2189 1 2:9ie ad Ene 


8. CE | NE, A Palas Pwr # : 
Enter Auiben and Ofwald. | 


10 nr 
* 5 10 RIBER 1. 6 vd n 1 A 


T ben are, my Friend; the” Joys" out 


80 fill to beideſired; ſo ever new, ö 
Nor by Fruition pall's, nor nr by 
= i . Abſence. | L TSCITET 

Whate'er the Poets. dreamt of theis Bie, 

Or what the Saints believe of the ——— s 
When Nature was not yet deform'd by Winter, 

But one perpetual, Beauty.crown'd. the Lear, 

Such have we found 'em ſtill, fill, ſtill the ſame. 
Oſw. Such grant, bins Bean, ee. . 
for ever! ere ene dane 


* 


= | B 


1% The Reyal Convert, 
But yet, my Prince, forgive your faithful Oſwald, 

| If he believes you melt with too much N 
Your noble Heart forgets its native Greatneſs, | 

Aud ſinks in Softneſs, when you langyiſh thus; 

Thus Ggh.and murmur but for ſix Days Abſence. 
Ari. Chide not; but think if n when thou wert 
young, $1 4s 2-988 
Thou lov'dft thy ſelf, how thou wert wont te judge 
f Time, of. Lore, of Abſence and Impstience. 

What? [ſix long Daya aud newer write gar Read, _ A 
Tho' Adelmar and Kenwald, faithful both, 

Were left behind, to bring me Ti 
How, Ethelinda! how haſt thou forgot me! 
. | of, -Pyrhape I errz-byt if the Fain be 0. 
Why i is the Fair One, who alone can eaſe it, 
Thus far dividad frgm yout longing Arm . 
Twere better ne er to part, than thus to mourn, 

Ari. Oh Oſwald! is there not a fatal Cauſe > 
Thou know my Erhelinds ————= 
Ofw, Is a Chriſtian, 
A Name by Saxons, and their Gods abhorr'd. 

To me her differing Faick imports not much; 
'Tis true indeed, pred tomy Country's Manners, . 
I'worſhip as my Fathers did before me. 

_ Unpradtis'd in Diſputes, and wrangling Schools, 
'I ſebk no farther Knowledge, and ſo keep 
My Mind at Peace, nor know the Pain of doubting; 
What-others think 1 judge not of too ni mJ 
But held, all honeſt Men are in the right. N o4'# 
Ari. Then know yet more; A ee | 
Ev'n all my ſecret Seoul: Tama Chriftian: 
Tis wonderful 40 tell; for oh; my Ofwaldj 
Lliſten' d to the Charmer of my Heart, 
dk | Sti, 


. * 
$1, as the Night cha u Mine, 


J heard her with an Eloquence divine, 1997 3; 1 
Reaſon of hay ——ů— "P 0 54214 
Of Heav'n's moſt righteous Doom, of Man's Tnjuffice : 1 
Of Laws to curb the Will, and bind the mm. | 
Of Life, of Death, and Immorcality,; } [ 
Of gnaſhing Fiends beneath, CO rag iT 
Of ſtarry. Thrones, | and'endleſs Joys abe ./- 


My very Soul was aw'd, wis fav within may," CE 
Methought I heard diſtin&; Tfaw moſt xx [' 
Some Angel, in my Ethilinda's Form, 15T gO 
Point out my Way to everlaſting Hepoinefs,:. ul 
Oſw, Ti wonderful indeed; and yet — 
By Nature half divine, ſoar 40 the Stars,” | + 1: & 
And hold a near Acqualnatance with che 'Gads, 1 
And oh, my Prigce, when Fſurvey-thy Virtue; 
I own the Seal of Heav n impriated on theey z 
I'ſtand convinc'd that good and holy Powers: | + 
Inſpire and take Delight co dwell within thee. |. - 
Yet Crowds will ſtill believe, and Priefte will teacky- 
As wand'ring Fancy, and'av TaCreft lead. 
How will the Ning and our feree Saxon hies 
Approve this Bride and Faith Had: ae. 
Thy Father, liy'd! ———— | od 
Ari. »Tis on that Rock en 1/73} is 
Thou bring his dreadfu} Image to my 2. — 
And now he ſtands before me; ſbotmy, n 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to Dun ir K 
Tenaciotis of M. Purpelb encorefubhl;; 4 512 
Juſt ſueh he ſeems, 2s when ſevere and Ty 
He forc'd the Ning, my Brother, and my felf;.: :- 
To kneel and ſwear at Woden's eruel Mar 
Kult, never 40 forgo our-Country's GD, | // 


a6 The Royal Convery. 

Then made us you with debpaſt Iinprecations,. —_ 

If it were either's Fortune e'er towed, ': 

Never to chooſe a Wife among the Chriſtiaris: LS » 
. . Ofw, Have you not fail'd in both * = = 
Ari, Tis true, I have; | 

But for a Cauſe ſo juſt, ſo worthy of me, | 

That not t'have fail'd in both, had been t'have fail'd.. 

Yes, Ofwald, by the conſcious Judge within, | 

So do I ſtand acquitted to my ſelf, 1 80 

That were my Ethelinda free from Danger, 

On Peril of my Life I would make known, 

And to the World avow my Love and Faith. 
oſw. I dare not, nay 'tis ſure I cannot blame you; 

You are the ſecret Worſhip of my Soul, 

To me ſo perfect, that you cannot err. | 

But oh! my Prince, let me-conjure you now, 

By that moſt faithful Service I've till paid you, 

By Love, and by the gentle Erhelinds, 

Be cautious of your Danger, reſt in Silence.. 

In holy Matters, Zeal may be your Guide, 

And lift you on her flaming Wings to Heav'n; 

But here on Earth truſt Reaſon, and be ſafe,, . 
Ari. Tis true, the preſent angry Face of Things 

Beſpeaks our cooleſt Thoughts: The Britiſh. King, 

Ambroſius arms, and calls us forth to Battle, 

Demanding back the fruitful Fields of Kent, 

By Vortigern to Royal Hengift giv'n;  / 

A mean Reward for all thoſe Saxon Lives + 

Were loſt, in propping Britain's ſinking” State 2 
oſw. The War with Britain is a diſtant Danger, 

Nor to be weigh'd with our domeſtick Fears. 

Young Offa, chief among our Saxon Princes, 

Who at the Kiog's Intreaty friendly cam 

ate! i From 


— 


- 
a... 
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2 
De Rohit d 5 17 
From ment Jutland, and the Banks of Elbe, 1 J 
With twice ten thouſand Warriors to bis Aid. 
Frowns on our Court, complains aloud of Wrongs, . . n 
1d wears a publick Face of Diſcontent. | f 


Ari. Tis ſaid he is offended, that the King 


Oſw. Twas agreed, + 7 
rwas made the firſt Condition ; of their Friendſhip, 
And ſworn with all the Pomp of Prieſts and Altars, _ 
That beauteous Rodogune ſhou'd be our Queen + | 
Then wherefore this Delay? The Time was fix'd, | 
The Feaſt was bid; and Mirth proclaim'd to all; 
The Croud grew jovial with the hopes of Holy- days, 
And each, according to our Country's Manner, 
Proyok'd his Fellow with a friendly Bowl, 

And bleſs'd.the Royal Pair; when on the Morn, - 
The very Morn that ſhould: nere rer 
The King forbad the Rite. 8 

Ari, Two Days are paſty, rt. ne 1 % 
Nor has my Brother yet Adler; d the Cauſe, 
Laſt Night, at parting from him, he ſtopt wx 175 
Then catch'd my Hand, and with a troubled Accent, 
With Words that ſpoke like ſecret Shame and Sorrow; 
He told me he bad ſomething to impart, 

And wiſh'd that I would wait him in the Morning. 

O/w, But fee,” Prince Offa and his beauteous Siſter? 
The King's moſt fayour'd: Counlelior, old en * 
Is wich em too. - 

Ari. Retire; eee Paget BY 
That Princeſs, Oſwald, is eſteem'd a Amman 
To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; and yet, — I N 
Doſt thou not mark? there is I know not What 
Ot ſullen and ſevere, Ae and e 4— 4 
That 


4 


18. The Ren Converts 


That pleaſes hot, but awe; I gaze aftonilh'd, :/ 


A 

And Fear prevents Desire. — 5 Men, remble, : WV 

When Light'ning ſhoots in glittering Trails along - Ur 

It ſhines, tis true, and gilds the ier Night; 1 

But where i 1 &rikes, * tis ata), H 
1 Aubert and oa. 


Enter Offa, Rodogune, Seofrid, and Attendants. 


Offa, By Waden, no: I will not think Nn | 
Revenge hag elle been friſt, www $9 high Ul 
The Honour of a Soldier anda King. 
I wo'not think yous Ude mans in Me WA: 
Let him bewars, however! icalops Briens hips 
And Beauty's tender Fame, can brook nnn 
What in a Foe I pardon or deſpiſe, 
Is deadly from a Friend, and ſo to be repaid... 
Scef. Whatever Fame ot ancient Kory * 
Of Brothers Love, or celebrated Friends, | 
Whoſe Faith, in Perils oft, and of i in ne 
Severely had been try d, and never broke, 
Such is the Truth, and ſuch the grateſul Mind 
Of Royal Hengiſt to the Princely Offa. - 
Nor you, fair Princeſs, Sous, if Wars and Troubles, 
| T. Rodogune. 
If watchful Council. nd; i Cares, which Mm 
On Kings, the Nur ſing- Fathers of their People, 
Wichhold a while che Monarch from y. A mm. 
Rodo. When fierce Ambroſius leads the Britons forth, 
Thunders in Arms, and ſhakes the duſty Ron. - 
It ſuits thy wary Maſter's Caution well, 
To ſit with dreaming hoary Heads 26 Council, 
And waſte the Midnight Taper ia Debates, *© - 
- But let him fell be wiſe, conſul his Safety, | . * 


. 5 


— wi >» > > 'Y 


ws wi SS C5 AX,F00 


* 
Har 
. 


F wo, * 
* : 


Tie Royal Converts" 9 
Ind wouble me no; more... Does be- ſend hee 
V WM With Tales of dull Reſpeſt, and fains Excuſes > 
Prell him he might have ſpar'd the formal. Meſſage, 
Till ſame kind Friend had told hia how 1 — 
How like a Furde i bemoan'd his Abſevee.. 2 
. Pardon, Vir Bur ellence, If tal ting Age 
Profanes the Paſſion I ubid to paint, 
And drops the Tale imperfe& ſrom my Tongue. 
hut Lovers beſt can plead theix Cauſe them (elves; 
And fee, your Slave, the King, my Maſter, comes, 
To move your gentle Heart with faithful Vows, 
And pay m nnn 1555 


Enter whe King, A. and other! 4 dans 
Xing. But that I truſt not to that Babbler, Fame, | 
Who, careleſs of the Majeſty of Kings, | 
Scatters, lewd: Lyes among the Croud, and wins 
The eaſy Idiots to believe in Monſters. 
I ſhould — he thehePec4 m7 ene, 
ſtand accu. 2 4 
Offa. How, Sir?) 90 N $121 
King. So ſpeaks Report, 
As wanting to my OY 
By. you | ftand accus'd, - .,.. 156 
Offa. Now by your Feiend hie, nt A 
If that be yet an Oath, - 3 Basil e 6 
I Wheoce are theſe. Doubts baten us, whanco this: 
1 Coldneſs : | 
- i 557 thou, who know'fh, whas ſudden Ge Thought: 
na; gept between, and dafh'd the publick Joy, : 
bon call't me Brother; eee egg 
Aud ſuffer Hymen's holy Fires to languiſn ? 
0 The . 8 
4 . 


» 


> 0» 


That makes me act a Madman's Part before t hee, 


Thou haſt heard me, and be fatisfy*d—if not, 


1 Since if your Gods behold thee with my Eyes, 


20 Ty Royal Comoert. 
That now we loſe all thoughts of paſt Diſpleaſure, 
And in the Temple tie the-ſacred Knot 
Of Love and Friendſhip to endure for ever? 
. King. What hinders it indeed, but that which makes 

This medly War within? but that which cauſes 
This Sickneſs of the Soul, and weighs her doun 
With more than mortal Cares? 

Ofa. What ſhall I call | 
This ſecret gloomy Grief, that hides its Head, 
And loves to lurk in Shades? Have Royal Minds 
Such Thoughts as ſhun the Day 11 10 

King. Urge me no farther, | 
But, like a Friend, be willing not to know 
What to reveal would give thy Friend a Pain, 
Be till the Partner of my Heart, and ſhare 
In Arms and Glory with me; but oh! leave, 
Leave me alone to ſtruggle: thro” one Thought, 
One ſecret anxious Pang that jars within me, 


And talk Confuſion — if thou art my Friend, 


I have too much deſcended from my ſelf 

To make the mean Requeſt — but reſt x we —_— 

To you, fair Princeſs 
Rodo. No! —-there needs no more; 

For I would ſpare thee the unready Tale. 

Know, faithleſs King, I give thee back thy Vows; 

And bid thee ſin ſecure, be ſafely perjur d. 


BO Hu OP H 2A > yo 


Their Thunder ſhall be kept for nobler Vengeance, 
And what they ſcc », like me, they ſhall forgive. 
King. When Anger lightens in the fair wo 's Eyes, 
Lowly we bow, as to offended Heay'n, 
$697 With 
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es 


| Rogdo, Hengiſt, no. 
Perhaps thou think this generous Tadignation;;, 
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With blind Obedience, and ſubmiſſive: Worſnipz 
Nor with too curious Boldneſs raſhly reaſon 
Of what is. juſt or unjuſt, ſuch/ high ue E 
Is to its ſelf a Rule, and cannot err. 
Yet this may be permitted me — * 
Howe er the preſent Circumſtance reproach me; 
Yet ſtill my Heart avows your * Pow! fs 
My Eyes confeſs you Fairmngmn—; ©» 

Rodo,  Whate'er I am - IE wn: | ag 
1s of my ſelf, by native Worth exiſting; - TS F 
Secure, and independent of thy Praiſez ©) 
Nor let it ſeem too proud à Boaſt, if Minde baA 
By Nature great, or conſcious of their Greatneſs, , - 


And hold it mean to borrow ought from Flattery,. 
King. You are offended, Lady. 


— 


CE. . 


+ ev bt 154 1] "434 IL 


That bluſhing burns upon my glowing Cheek, 
And ſparkles in my Eyes, a Woman's Weakneſs; | - 
The Malice of a poor, forſaken Maid. 
Who rails at faithleſs Man----Miſtaken Monarchs 
For know e'en from the firſt. my Soul diſdain d thee 3 
Nor am I left by thee, but thou by me. 
So was thy Falſhood to my Will ſubſervient, 
And by my Purpoſe bound; thus Man, tho' limited 
By Fate, may vainly think his Actions free, 
While all he does, was at his Hour of Birth, 
Or by his Goda, or potent Stars ordain d. 1 248 
Offa. No more, my Siſter : Let the 3 
And mark out Right and Wrong in noiſy. Goran; 
While the Brave find a nearer way to juſtice, .. | .- 
They hold themſelves the Balance and the Sword, 
And ſuffer Wrong from none. bende. 
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To ack again the Debt you owe to Honoury 

So that be ſarisfty'd, we fi are Friends,  -/ | 

And Brothers of the War. 'Bur'mark me, Hof, 

I am not us'd to'Waitz and if this Day n O 

Paſs unregarded #6 the former two, 

Soon av to Morrow dawn, 1 . (gmt 
King. Where? * 1 Ti | jt : 
Offa, Arm'd in-the-Fietd; + 08 10 

|  Seof. Beſeech you, Sir, be — Wo n. 

The valiant He - Ne $6184 Fer 
CH. Tho“ 1 eduld with nk M 

And ſince the Hononr of the Jun Name, 

And Empire here in Britain, reſts upon. ther, 

Belidye me, T-wowld Reil! be found thy Friend. 

[Exeunt Offa, Rodegune, e een 
Xing. No, I renounce that Friendſhip; periſh: wo In 
periſn that Nate und Empire botk for ever; Br 

What are the Kingdom f the peopled Barth, '- 

What ure their Purple, and their e- 

It I am curſt within, and want thit Pence 


7428 1 
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It racks my aged Hertt to fee yori RENT 
But ob! "what Aid, What Odunfel can 1 TI 
When all you Eaſtern Down, en to the urge 
That bellowing bears on Dover's hay Cliff, 
| With creſted Helmets thick embattebd Thines ; - Du 
With theſe Your Filctids, Whit are” edc, 
59 ec? Ni ei (930M? & 
Wim theſe bur Pes Oh? ler me lole that? hong 
And rather think I fee you Brirahn's King; n. 
Ambriſtus varquiſh'd, and the fartheſt 'Pi#s po 
Submitted to your Sway, tho" the fame Scene — $1 
Di ſcover 


dico cer -u to! ee — — : 
plac'd oH your Throft; and Pattiier 'bf — y 
| King, What? mu¹, =I barter Beawyfor- Ambltidh, 
fake my Heav'n of Love to reign in Hell? 
ike a Domeſtiek Fury to my Breaſt, 
und never know one Hour of Peace again? 
Nn thou rexfonſt"#!!;-" By mighry Thur, 
ho wields the Thunder, 1 will rater chooſe 
o meet their Futy. Let em come together, 
oung Offs and ad mbreſes; Tho my Date 
Of mortal Life be ſhort, it ſhall be glorious, 
ach Mihure fholl be wah in fone great Aion, | 
ro fpedk the King, the Hero, ind the Lover. 
e Seof. The Hero and the Ring are glorious * 
aut oh! my Master, wherefore in the Lover? | 
oon Honour's Name remember what yon are, 
 *Whreak from the Bondage of this fecble Pan,, 
nd urge youfr Way to Glory: Leave with Ses 
jamanly Pleaſures to unmanly Mind,, 
nd thro' the rough, the thorny Paths of Danger, 
\ ſpire wo: Virtue, and irtinabdreal-Greawelk: |» 
Xing. mamba dull, untimely Mio. 
rals, .328-% 1 2 1 ce Bark wit bed 
he f6nd Yeluiding Sophiſtyy be u. 
bo wound e: Great, but to he happy t ο * 
nd yet ſueh Idiot are we, to enchange  / 
Our Peace and Plenſure for the Trifle Glory; 
hat is the- M,, | mighty; rieb and grem > | - 
hat? betete comdaciy Vidm of che Sates:© 0 
zor td grow old · im Gores, 20 welterhis Dod, 
nd ſtill be vretehed · far the pute Good, /!- 
30 by the Prieſts chef nebleſt df be Ki 
to atone the angry Gods deſigu d, ir ag 
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And while the meaner ſort; from Death are freed, / 
The mighty Bull, that wont the Herd to . f 
as e for nee . l 
mM A The & End of the Bi Ale Py 


—— 


Af U. 5 SCENE 1. 


2 nter the Ting and Seofrid. 


O more. of theſe, —.— 
Pong cold, thy cautious lg is Vain 
at anxious, Rar 
Thy — unauſ piciqua to my ce 
And chill the native Aﬀour of my Soul. 44 
This ſullen cloudy Sky that bodes dn, * 
Shall clear, and every Danger fleet away; 
Our Saxons ſhall forget the preſent Diſcord, 
And urge the Britons with united Arms; © - 
Hymen ſhall be \aton'd; ſhall join two Hearts 
Agreeing, kind ahd fitted for each other, 
And Aribert ſhall be the Pledge of Peace. 
Seo f. Propitious God of Love, incl ine his Heart 
To melt before her Eyes, to meet her Wiſhes, 
And yield Submiſſion to the haughty Maid. 
Thou that delight'ſt in cruel Wantonneſs, 
To join unequal Necks beneath thy Yoke; | — 
For once be gentle, and inſpire both Hearts 
With mutual Flames, that each may burn alike: + 
Oft haſt thou ruin'd Kingdoms, ſave one now; | 
And thoſe who curſt thes, parſimonious Age 
lakh Emi 
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eib blog: Enter Aribert. Ji mw 
| Ting. Wr he comes, me bring ou ariel 
, bim. 107 1 1 c © - ; £8. ix 


Oh, Aden my Soul has Jong deſird — 
Has waited long for thy Relief, and wanted 
q To ſhare 'the Burden which ſhe bears with a. 
And give thee half her ern Wel hh 

Ari. Give me all, IE 219 wen ng 0 
g. all the ain you fe), and let my bab | 
Be greatly try'd, let there be much to fer, 154 * 
To prove how much my willing Heart can bear; 
To eaſe my King, my Brother, and my Friend. 

King, I know thee ever gentle in thy Nature, 
Yielding and kind, and tender in thy Friendſhip:- 
And therefore all my Hope of Peace dwells with thee. 
101 For oh! my Heart has labour'd long with Pain, 

I have endured the Rage of ſecret Grieff, 
A Malady that burns and rankles inward, // a) N 
And wanted ſuch a Hand as thine to heal me. 

Ari, Speak it, nor wound the 'Softneſs of my Soul 
With theſe obſcure Complainings; ſpeak, my Lord. 

King. Firſt then, this fatal Marriage is my Cure, 
This galling Yoke to which my Neck is doom d, 
This Bride— ſhe is myPlague— ſhe haunts 13 n 
Invades the ſofter ſilent Hour of Reſt, t, 
And breaks the balmy Shimber. Night grows tedio 
She ſeems to lag, and hang her ſable Wing; 
And yet 1 dread the Dawuing of the Mora," © 
As if ſome ſereaming Sprite had 2 and all'd, 
Hengiſt, ariſe, t6-Morrow'is thy laſt.” 

Ari. A thoufand ſpeaking Griefs are in phys Eyes, 
To tell the Rack within — 1 read it plan.. 
Net on! my King, what Prophet could have dreamt 

B A Tura 
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A Turn like this? that Beauty ſhould deſtroy, 
And Love, which ſhould have bleſt you, curſeyou moſt. 
King. Oh! Wherefore . a 
be Love, 
When Choice, the free, the chearful Voice of Mans 
And Reaſon's deareſt Privilege is wanting ? 
What cruel Laws impoſe a Bride or Bridegroom, 
On any Brute but Man ? Obſerve the Beaſts, 
And mark the feather'd Kind; does not the Turtle; 
When Venn and the coming Spring ineite him, 
Chooſe out his Mate himſelf, and love her moſt, 
Becauſe he likes her beſt? But Kings muſt wed, 
Curſe on the hard Condition of their Royalty! 
That ſordid Slaves may ſweat and eat in Peace. 
Ar. Ti neee _ 
1h ? ' 
King. So would e De 
Ari. Ay! Now what Remedy ? 
When to reſufe the Saxon Offa's Siſter, 1 
Shall ſhake your euer and make the Name of Hen- 
e 6 
The famous, the victorious Name of Hengift,. 
Grow vile and mean in Britain. : 
, King. Les, my Brother, wdT 
There is a Remedy, and only one, 
This proud imperious Fair, whoſe haughty 3 
Diſdains the humble Monarchs of the Kart, 
W ho ſoars elate, affects to rread the Stars, öę 
And ſcoras to mingle but with thoſe. above,. 
Even ſhe, with all that Majeſty and Beauty, +... 
The proudeſt and the faireſt: of her Sex, 
She has the Paſſions of a very Women, 
And. dotes on thee, my Aribert. bn” 'Y el] 


QTY & "2 . 
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t. What means my Lord? — | 
ere King. Tis true; 
As true, as that my Happineſs depends 
re · Upon her Love to thee. My faithful Sefri8 
Has pierc'd into her very inmoſt Heart, 
And found thee reigning there, 
Ari. Then all is plain: 
” My ſwelling Heart heaves at the Wrong you do me, 
| And wo'not be repreſt. Some Fiend from Hell 
Has ſhed his Poiſon in your Royal Breaſt, 
And ſtung you with the gnawing Canker, Jealouſy, _ 
But wherefore ſhould I ſeek for Fiends from Hell, 
r 
ne, Since the per ſidious Author ſtands confeſt? 
This Villain has traduc'd me. — 
Seof. By the Soul _ | g 
of your victotious Father, Royal U Arte 
My ever gracious, ever honour'd Maſter, pets 
en- Much have you wrong'd your faithful Seofrid, 
To think that 1 would kindle wrath betwixt you, 
Or ftrive to break your holy Bond of Brotherhood. 
King, No, Aribert, accuſe him not, nor doubt 
His oft, bis well- 17d Faith. But caſt thy Eyes ” 
Back on thy ſelf, 75 while 1 hold the Mirror, _ 
Survey thy ſelf, the certain Cauſe of Love: 
Survey thy youthful Form, by Nature faſhion'd d 
The moſt unerring Pattern of her Skill; 5 
The Pomp of Lovelineſs ſhe ſpreads all o'er thee, 
And decks thee laviſhly with ev'ry Grace, 
That charms in Woman, or commands in Man; 
Behold —nor wonder then if Crowns are ſcorn'd, 
And purple Majeſty looks vile before thee, 


B 2 6 Ari. 
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Ari. Oh! whither, whither would you | lead? And 
why vir 2118360 154 W 
This Prodigality of ill- tim'd Praiſe} 3 r- 

Seof, Were you not all my Royal Maſter fad,” 
Form'd to enthral the Hearts of the ſoft Sen, 
Yet that ſhe loves is plain, from | 

Ari, Hence, thou Sycophant ! | 

Seof. Your Pardon, Sir; it has not been my Office 
To forge a Tale, or cheat your Ear with 45 Fe 
Nor have I other Meaning than your Service 3. 

But that the Princeſs loves you is moſt true. | e. 
Emma, the chief, moſt fayour'd of ber Women, 


The only Partner of her ſecret Soul, 


To me avow'd her Paſſion; and howe' er 

Her haughty Looks reſent the King's Delay, 1 
Yet in her Heart with Pleaſure ſhe applauds it, 

And would forego, tho” hard to Womankind, | 

The Pride, high Place and Dignity of. Empire, 1 


To ſhare an humbler Fate with princely Aribert. 


King. W hy doſt thou turn away? Wherefore deform 


| The Grace and Sweetneſs of thy ſmiling Yowb, 


With that ungentle, Frown? Art thou not pleas'd 5 
To ſee the Tyrant Beauty kneel before thee, % 
Diveſted of her Pride, and yield to thee | Aha 35 
Unask'd a Prize, for which,. I ke Gracian Helen, | 
The Great Ones of the Earth might git in Arms, 
And Empires well be loſt? . gd 

Ari. Are we not Brothers? 
We are; and Nature form'd us here alike; 
Gave that her partial Hand gave all the El 
And Greatneſs to my King, and left me on 
Only in Plainneſs, Friendfhip, Truth and ag 
Then wonder not our Pailions are the ſame; 


4 


4 


That 
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That the ſame Objects cauſe our Love and Hate. 
You ſay, you cannot love this beauteous e * 
Is not my Heart like yours? 
. King. Come near, my Brother ; 
And while 1 Jean thus fondly on thy Boſom, 
I will diſcloſe. my inmoſt Soul to thee, 
And ſhew the ev'ry ſecret Sorrow there. 
I love, my Aribert; I dote to Death: | 
The raging Flame has touch'd my Heart, my Brain, 
And Madneſs will enſue. 
Ari. 'Tis moſt unhappy ! : : 
But fay, what Royal Maid, or Saxon born, 
Or in the Britiſh Court, what fatal Beauty | 
Can rival Rodogune's Imperial Charms?  . 
King. 'Tis all a Tale of Wonder, tis a Wade, 
High on a Throne, and Royal as I am 
I want a Slave's Conſent to make me happy? n U | 
Nay more, poſſeſs'd of her I love, or Love, 
Or ſome Divinity, more ſtrong than Love, [4 
Forbids my Bliſs, nor have I yet enjoy'd Nee, | 17 
Tho! I have taught my haughty Heart to bow, 
Tho' lowly as ſhe is, of Birth obſ ture 
And of a Rice unknown, I oft have offer'd; » : dT 
To raiſe bet ti my Throne, make ber my Queeny ' 
Yet ſtill her colder Heart denies iny Suft, 
And weeping, tin he anfwers, tis in van. 
Ari. Myſterious all, and dark! Yet ſuch ig en | 
And ſuch the Laws of his fantaſtic” Empire.. 
The wanton Boy delights to bend the Mighty, + 
And ſcoffs at the vain Wiſdom of the Wiſe,” 
King, Here in my Pilice, in this next bee. 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Sf ,,, 
The Charmer of my Eyes, my Heart's'dear * 
B 3 | Remains 
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Remains, at once my Captive and my Qutth, 

Ari, Ha! in your Palace! here 

Xing, Ev'n here, my Brother. 
But thou, thou ſhalt bebold her, for to thee, 
As to my other ſelf, I truſt, The Cares 
Of Courts, and Tyrant Buſineſs draw me hence, 
But Seofrid ſhall ſtay, and to thy Eyes 

[The King ſigus to Seofrid, who goes ow 

Diſcloſe the ſecret Treaſure! Oh! My Aribert, 
Thou wo't not wonder what diſtracts my Pence, 1 
When thou behold'ſt thoſe Eyes. Pity thy Brother, 
And from the Beach lend him thy friendly Hand, 
Leſt while confliting with a Sea of Sorrows, 
The proud Waves over-bear him, and be periſh, 

Ari. Judge me, . juſt 18 4 a, and you, my Royal 


rather, i les 1 r, dein 

If my own Life be ail to we as Fours, 3 1 
All that my ſcanty Pow'r can give is Fours, we” 
If I am circumfcrib'd by Fate, oh! pity me, " 
! 


That 1 can do no more; for oh! my King, 

J would be worthy of a Brother's Name, 

Would keep up all my Int'reſt in your Heart, 

That when I kneel before; you (as it ſoon 

May :bappen that 1 ſnall) when 1 fall . 

Aud doubtfully and trembling ask a Boon, 1 

The greateſt you cam give, or | can wk, er £1 
I may. find Favour in that Day beforg you, 

And bleſs a Brother's Love, that bids me live, | A 

King. Talk not of asking, but command my Pow * 

By Thor, the. greateſt of our dave ,Gods, T EP 

1 ſwear, the Day that ſees three join'd to Radogune, © 

Shall ſee thee erown\d, and Partner of my Thrane. 


er n more in Britain. 
2816824 [ Thine 
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Thine be the Pow'r, and mine but halt the Name. 
With Joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield 
The Wreaths and Trophies of the duſty Fi 5 
To thee I leave this nobleſt Ile to ſ way, 
And teach the ftubborn Britons to obe, 
While from my Cares to Beauty Iretteat, 
Drink deep the luſcious Banquet, and forget 2 
That Crowns areglorious, or that K een 25 
| [Exit King.” 
"Mane Aribert 
Ari. Oh fatal Love: curſt een Hame 
Thy baleful Fires blaze o'er us like a Comet, 
And threaten Diſcord, Deſolation, Rage, 
And moſt malignant Miſchief, ——Lov'd by Rodogune 7” 
W hat I !—— muſt 1 weg Rodogune !/——O Miſery? -—>- 
Fantaſtick Cruelty of Roodwink'd Chance! 10 
There is no end 6F Thought. the Labyrinth Winde, 
And 1 am. leſt for ever. - Oh! where how. 
Where is my Fibili ada how! —- that dear one, 
That gently ys'd to breathe the Sounds of Peace,” "0A 
Gently as Dews deſcend, or S umbers creepy 
That us'd to brood o'er my tempeſtuous Sub 
And huſh * 1 0. a Calm. 4 4 = a 10-2535 3 ©: pry $ | 
s S167 $£7 5v19199o ud — 
| Enter Stefi ans Echlins 82H on: 
Seof. Thus fn to weep! an“ eh ni ih a. "5 
Is to gcerle my Roy Maſters Trich Hm, bn 
He loves you with che beſt, the eee, LY 
With Honour 
Ethel. Keep "8h keep bim in t 1% ap / 
And ſave mie front” dale erte, 
All Miſerios beſide, 211 Are L. 
And prove me with IP of fein * 
TY B 4 * 
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Whips, Racks and Flames: For I was born to ſuffer , 

And when the Meaſure of my Woes is full, 

That Pow'r in whom I truſt will ſet me free. 

Ari. It cannot be-----No, tis Illuſion all. [ Seeing her. 

Some mimick Fantom wears the lovely Form, 

Has learnt the Muſick of her Voice, to mock me, 

To {trick me dead with Wonder and with Fear. 

Ethel. And do 1 ſee thee then! my Lord! my 

Aribert ! 

What ! once more hold thee in .my trembling Arms! 

Here let my Days, and here my Surrows e 

1 have enough of Life. 

Seof. Ha! What is this! „„ 

But mark a little farther. I Ade. 

Ethel. Keep me here, 

Oh dind me to thy Breaſt, and 60d me La 

For if we part once more, 'twill be. for ever. 

It is not to be told what Ruin follow, 

'Tis more than Death, tis all that we. can fear, 

And we ſhall never, never meet again, 

Ari. Then here, thus folded in each others Arms, _ 

Here, let us here reſolye to die together; 

Defy the Malice of our cruel Fate, 

And thus preſerve the ſacred Bond inviolable; 

Which Heav and Love ordain' d: to laſt for ever. 

But 'cis in vain, *tis torn, tis broke already mak 

And envious Hell, with its more potent Malice, 

Has ruin d and deform'd the beanteous Work of. 
Heav'n : | N chi 

Elſe, wherefore-art, chou here! Tell me, at once, ; 

And ſtrike, me $0,the Heart---+»Bu tis too plan: 

I read thy Wrong I read the horrid .I nee. 

Sf, Hat e eee ln 

. D Ethel, 
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Ethel. Oh! forbee an 
The dreadful 'impious Sound; I ſhake with Horror 
To hear it nam'd. Guard me, thou gracious Heav'n, 
Thou that hiſt been my ſure Defence till gow; it! ! 
Guard me from Hell. and that its blackeſt C me. 
Ari. Ves, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, ye Saints and Angela, 


She is your Care, vo Miniſters of Goodpeſe . d. 


For this bad World is leagu'd with Hell 2pals&-her, 
And only -yan-edd fave! her.. I my ſelf, {Tos Zaha. 
Ev'n I am ſworn thy Foe, I bayve undone thee, 
My Fondneſs:now betrays thee to · Deſtruction- 
Ethel. Then all is had inder. 
Ari. Thou ſeeſt it not ain ein 
My herdleſs Tongue has Aal -d away thy. Liſe 2 
Auen ee at both rh, Dates. % on 
» 371} 101 25951. s vat © [ Pointing; to. Seglri, 
Mark with what pp hs hop! abe dear; Diſcovery, 
And tbanks my Folly for the fatal Secret 
Mark how already in his working Brain, 
He forms the well · concerted Scheme of Miſohief - ; 
'Tis fix'd; tis done, and both are — 4 
And yetithete is al Pauſe If Graves are ſilent, 
And the Dead wake not to moleſt the Ling. 
Be Death thy Portion. -die, and with RC; (> 
The Knowledge-of our Love . )“) 
Aribert catches hold of Seofrid with one Hand, wich | 
the other draws his Sword, and holds it to his Breaft 
Seof. What means my Lord 2 — WN 
Ethel. Oh bold! for _— s ſake reftrain thy Hand, 
[Holding his Mr. 
Blot not thy. — with quileleſs Blood. 
What would thy raſh, thy frantick Rage intend? 
Ari, Thy Safety and my own | 
3 5 09.0 "I. 


3% e Keen Giver; 
Ethel. Truſt em to Heaven O ain 
Seof. Has then my Were better, 
Than to behold my Royal Maſter's Som n 
Lift up his armed Hand againſt my Life? 
Oh Prinee, oh wherefore burn your Eyes, an 
Why is your ſweeteſt Temperurn'd) to Fury? 
* rr heard, and known 108 
Hoſt pry'd into the Beeret of my — Mur. 
And ſaund the certait Means of my — 74 
Seof: Where is the Merit — 
The try'd Experience of my faithful Years ! 
Are they forgot, and can I be that Villain? 

Ari. Thou wert my Father old, bis faithful Servaag 
| Seof. Now by thy Life,” our Bitipite's her Hope, 

O Royal' Youth; I ſwear my Heart bleeds for os, 

Nor can this Object of thy fond Deſire, - | 
This lovely weeping Fair, be dearer to then” 
Than thou art to thy faithful Seafrid. © 

1 faw thy Love, 1 heard thy tender Sorrows, 

With ſomewhat like an anxious: Father's: Pier 

With Cares; and with/a nur hop A 
Ari. What! is it poſſivle?ꝰ 5 bat 

Seof. Of all the Names * 
Religion knows, point the ee out, iT 
And let me ſwear by that. 2 

- Ari. I would believe thee. NAB ig 

Forgive, the ET my firſt Deſpair, en 

| letting fall hisSword, 

And i Nen pelt bee ſnew it now; 

Be now that Friend, be now that Father to me, 

Be now that Guardian Angel which I want, 

Haye Pity on my Youth, and fave my Love. 


| Seof, 


The Naa Cunwerr. E 
Seof.. Firſt then, to ſtay theie ſudden Guſtt of Naſſionn 
That hurry you from Reaſon, reſt aſſur,- u 
The Secret of your Love lives with me only. 
The Dangers are not- ſmall n 
Yet, would you aruſt you to your. old ee 
1 durſt be bold to warrant yet your Safety. 4 
Ari. Perhaps the ruling Hand of Heav 'n bn it N 
r 1 
Ordains thee for its loſtrument of Good, "1 
To me, and ao my Love. Then beit . T 
I truſt thee with my Life; but oh! yet more, 
I truſt thee with a Treaſure that tranſcends 
To infinite Degrees the Life of Ariberty, _ 
I truſt thee wich the Partner of my Soul, 
My Wie, the kindeſt, deareſt, and the e 
That ever ware che Name. ry 7 
Seof. NawnBleſſings on you , od 
May Peace of Mind and mutual Joys attend 
To crown our fair Aﬀettions, May the Sorrows, 
That now fit heavy on you, paſs away, | 
Anda long Train of ſmiliag Years ſucceed, 
Jo pay yen ſor the ht. : age 
Ari. It was my Chance, | 
On that d.ſtinguifh/d Day when valiant 3 
A Nameſrenawn'd among the Britiſi Chiefs, 
Fell by the Swords of our victorious Saxons, 
To reſcue this his Daughter from the Violence 
Of the: fierce Soldiers Nage. Nor need I tell thee, 
For thou thy ſelf behold ſt ther, that I lov'd ber, 
Lov'd her and was belov'd; our meeting Hearts 
Conſemed ſoon, and Marriage made us one. 
Her holy Faith and Chriſtian Crofs, oppos'd 
Againſt the Saxon Gods, join d wich the Memory 


7 
F 


of 


I roſe, and would have ſought the thicker Wood g. + 


Surpris'd and troubbd at the ſudden Chance, 
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Ot ihe dread King my Father's fierce 'Cominand, 
Urg'd me to ſeck my Erhelinda's Safety) 
And hide her from the World. Juſt to my Wilk, 1 
Beneath the friendly Covert of a Wood. 
Clofe by whoſe Side the ſilver Medway ran, N 
I found a little pleaſant, lonely Cottage, . 

A Manſion fit for Innocence and Lover: 
Had but a Guard of Angels dwelt around ie 
To keep off Violence . But forc'd from thence | 
By whom e 1 —_— hes 2 — $1 
There Lam loſt— I wats 0407 

Ethel, There my {ad Part r An ie 

It was the ſecond Morn ſince thou hadſt left AP 
When through the Wood I took my uſual» Way: 
To ſeek the Coolneſs of the well-ſpread Shade 
That overlooks the Flood. On a ſear Branch 
Low bending to the Bank, I fat me dawn, 
Muſing and ſtill; my Hand faſtain'd my Head, 
My, Eyes were fix d upon the paſſing Stream, 
And all my Thoughts were bent on May'n and thee. 
When ſudden through the Woods a bounding Stag 
Ruſh'd headlong down, and plungd 
Nor far behind, upon a foaming. Horſ,. 
There follow'd hard a Man of Royal Hoek. 1 


But while I burry'd on my haſty Flight, An pa 


My heedlefs Feet deceiv'd me, and I fell. 
Straight leaping from his Horſe, he rand me up. 


1 begg'd. he would permit me to retireÿh / 15 
But he, with furious, wild, diſorder'd Looks, 
His Eyes and glowing Viſage flaſhing Flame, 
Swore twas impollible; he never would,” | | 


2 3 N 
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e could not leave me; with ten ' thouſand Ravingy, 
Fhe Dictates of his looſer Rage. At lengtn 

e ſeiz'd my trembling Hand © 1 Hrek'd and calls 
To Heav'n for Aid, when in a hickleſs'H6ur, ' © 
Y our faithful Servants, Adelmar and Kenwald," '- 

ame up, and loſt their Lives in my Defence. 
Ari. Where will che Horror of thy Tale have End? 
Ethel. The furious King (for ſuch I found: he was) 
By three Attendants ſoin'd, bore me aw, 
Reſiſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs with my Fear 
Since then, a wretched Captive, I deplors- | © q 70 
Our Common Woes; for mine, I know; are thine. 
Ari, Witneſs the Sorrows of the preſent Hour, 
The Fears that rend ev'n new my-lab'ring Heart, 
For thee;! and for my ſelf. And yet, alis? 
What are the preſem IIs, compar'd to thoſe 
That yet remain behind, for both to ſuffer > D! 
Think where thy helpleſs Innocence is lodg'd; © be 
The Rage of lawleſs Pow'r, and burning Luſt, 
Are bent on thee; tis Hell's important Cauſe, | © 
And all its blackeſt Fiends are arm'd againſt thee, 
Ethel. 'Tis terrible! my Feats are mighty off vie 
And all the Cowatd Woman trembles in we. PRA 
But oh! when Hope and never failing Fab 
Revive my fainting Soul, 'and lift my Thoughts” * 
Up to yon azure Sky, and bürning Lights aboye, 1 
Methinks I read my Safety written there 
Methinks I fee the Watlike Hoſt of Heav'n kong? 
Radiant in 'glittering Arms; and beamy Gold, 
The great Angelick Pow'rs go forth by Baindy, 
To fuccour Truth and Innocence belo p. A 
Hell trembles at the Sight, and hides its Hedde 
In utmoſt Darkneſs, while on Earth each Heart, 


* 
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Like, mine, is fill'd with Peace and Joy unutterable. 
Seof. What ever Gods there be, their Care you are; 
Nor let your gentle Breaſt harbour one Thought 
Of Outrage from the King: His Noble Nature. 
Tho' warm, tho* (fierce, and prone to ſudden Paſſions, 
Is juſt and gentle, when the torrent Rage 
Ebbs out, and cooler Reaſon comes again. 
Should be, (hich all ye holy Pow'rs avert) 
Urg'd by his Love, -ruſh on to impious Force, 
If that ſhould happen, in that laſt Extteme, 
On Peril of my Life I will aſſiſt you, | 
And you ſhall-find your Safety in your Flight. 
Ari. Oh guard her Innocence, let all thy Care 
Be watchful, to preſerve her from Diſhonour. 
Seof. Reſt on my Diligence and Goran fei. 
Ere twice the Ruler of the Day return, 
To gild the chalky Cliffs on Britains Shore, BY 
Soms favourable Moment ſhall be found. 
To move the King, your Royal Brather's Heart, 
With the ſad tender Story of your. Loves. 
'Till then be chear'd, and hide your. nnd; wn 
Wich well- diſſembled neceſſary Smiles; 
Let the King read Compliance in your de, 
A free and ready yielding to his Wiſhes. 
At preſent, to ꝓreveat his Doubts, tw ere 82 
That you ſhould take a haſty Leave, and part. 
Ethel. What! muſt we part: 
Seof. But for a few ſhort Hour,, 4; 1,.:/ 
That you may meet in Joy, and part no more. 
Ari. Oh fatal Sound! oh Grief unknown till now! 
While thou art preſent my fad Heart ſeems br 
] gaze, and gather Comfort from thy Beauty; 
Thy gentle Eyes ſend forth a quick'uing Spirit, 
i . And 
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And ſeed the dying Lamp of Life within „ 1 
But oh! when thou art gone, und my fond Zyes 
Shall ſeek thee all around, but ſeek in van, 
What Pow'r, what Angel ſhall ſupply thy Place, 

Shall help me to ſupport my Sorrows then, 

And fave my Soul from Death? 

Ethel. My Lite ! my Lord! | 
What would my Heart ſay to thee! — but no more 
Oh lift thy Eyes up to that Holy Pow'r, 
Whoſe wondrous Truths, and Majeſty Divine, 

Thy Ethelinda taught thee firſt to.knaw,,. 

There fix thy Faith, and triumph o'er the World: 

For who can help, or ho can ſave beſides? 

Does not the Deep grow calm, and the rude North 

Be huſaid at his ;Qommand ? thro? all his Works, 
Does not his Servant Nature hear bis Voice? 

Hear and Obey ? Then what is impious Man 

That we ſhauld fear him, when Heay'n owns our Cauſe 2 
That Heaw\nſhall make my Aribert its Care, , 
Shall to thy Gromes and'Sighings lend amEar, | _ 
And ſaus thee in the Moment of Deſpair. 

Ari. Oh! thomhaſt tourhid me wixhthe ſacred Theme, 
And my cold Heart is kindled at thy Flame; 
An a@ive Hope grows buſy in my Breaſt t, 
And ſomething tells me we ſnall both be bleſt. 

Like thine, my Eyes the Starry Thrones purſue, 
And Heav'n diſclos'd ſtands open to my Views 
| And ſee the Guardian Angels of the Good, 
7! WH Rechning ſoft on many a Golden Cloud. 
15 To Earth they ſeem their gentle Heads to bow, 
And pity what we ſuffer here below; 
| But oh! to thee, thee moſt they ſeem to turn, 
\nd Joy in thy Joys, and for thy Sorrows mourn : 


Thee, 


— 
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Thee, oh: my Love; their common Care they make 3 ; 


Me to their kind Protection too they take, | | 
And = me for my Ethelinda's ſake, 


1: [Exeunt Seofrid and Ethelinda ar one Door 
Aribert at the other. | 


The End of 'the Second A w * 1 if 


ACT III. SCENE WE 
Enter Seofrid;' t. 


Seof. WE" T is the ae be of Ae; 
Their Gn erer if their Fate de · 
pends 1 una 1 
Upon that meaneſt of wats Paſſions, Loves 
The Pile their warlike Fathers toil'd to ite. | 
To raiſe. a Monument of deathleſs Fame, * 
A Woman's Hand o'er turns; The Cedar thus, | 1A 
That lifted his aſpiring Head to'Heay'd,! © 
Secure, and fearleſs of the ſounding Axe, 1 | ; 
Is made the Prey of Worms; his Root deſtroy'd, - 
He ſinks at once to Earth, the mighty rag * 
And Triumph of a wretched InſeR's Pow'r... | 
Is there a Remedy in human Wiſdom, :' + 
My Mind has left unſought, to help this Evil? 
I would preſerve em bath, the Royal Brothers; 
But if their Fates ordain that one muſt fall, 
Then let my Maſter ſtand, This Chriſtian Woman 
Ay, there the Miſchief comes!—-- What are our Gods, 
That they permit ber to defy their Pow's 2 | 


But 
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zut that's not much, let their Priefts look to that. 
ere ſhe but well remov'd— Bur then the King .— ; 
V by, Abſence, Buſineſs, or another Face, 
\ thouſand Things may cure him would *twere done, 
\nd my Head ſafe-----That! let me laok to that 1 
But ſee the Husband comes —ů * — not ill thought, 
It ſhall be try'd at leaſ. reg 


5: Enter Aribert. Ti +74 

- Ari. Still to this Plaee 1h 

iy Heart inclines, ſtill hicher turn my 511. 1 Sh 
Hither my Feet unbidden find their Way. wo rate! 
Like a fond Mother from her dying hapgor ot 2b off 


Forc'd by officious Friends, and Servants Care, 534 
_ Wl linger at the Door, and wiſh to know, | 
v. dread to bear the Fate of what 1 Lore. 
le» Woh Seofrid ! doſt thou not wonder much, a Mac 
And pity my weak Temper, when thou ſeeſt me oy 
Thus in a Moment chang'd from Hot to Cold, en £ 
My active Fancy glowing now with Hopes, 
Anon thus drooping; Death in my pale Viſage, © A 
''\ Wy Heart, and my chill Veins, all freezing with Defpiit 2 
| Seof. I bear an equal Portion of your Sorrows, | _ 4 
Your Fears too all are mine. And oh! my Prince, ty 
I would partake” your Hopes) but wy cold Aye, | 
Still apt to doubt che worſt” a 
Ari. What deſt thou doubt: 
Seof. Nay ! nothing worſe than what we both have 


15 fear'd. ; 
" Ari. How! nothing N By Nen Se 
Seof.. fm one; zH 2013529 19H 


— The King that's all. s Fett 431 1 ©: langere 


52 Ari. The King=Ob ihaes 190 ith. 1 
| Had 
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And yet yet there is more, I read it plain 
In thy dark ſullen Viſage-----like a Storm 
That gathers black upon the frowning/Sky,, 
And ground rumbles in the Wind-------But let it come, 
Let t Whole Tempeſt burſt upon my Head, 


Let the fierce Lightning blaſt, the Thunder Se T 


For oh *tis ſure the Fear of what may come, 

Does far tranſcend the Pain, 

 Seof. You fear too ſoon, __. 

And Fancy drives you much too fiercely oni 

I do not ſay that what may happen, will: 

Chance often mocks what wiſely we fopplae,,. 

Beſides, the ruling Gods are over al, 

And order * they pleaſe their World below.  - 

The King, tis true, is Noble but Impetugus; 

And 2 or call it by, the courſer Name,. 

Luſt, is, of all the Erailties of our Nature, Wen 190 

What. moſt we ought t fear; the — Beaſd 

Ruſhes along, impatieat for the Conde; Mw ant 

Nor hears the ,Rider's,Call, nor feels the Reid. Be vi 
Ari. What, wopld'ſt thou have me think: ö 

; Seof.. Think of the -worlt, A'S 

Your better Fortane Will arrive more 8 

To ſpcak. then with chat Opengeſs of HenrtBt 

That ſhopld, deferye. your, truſt, 1 haye my Fears, - 

What if, at ſome dead Hoy, of, Night, the enn 

Intend a Viſit to vous wein e le W int 

e er. 

Seof. He may go, is ; true, "mk a fair bre 
Suppoſe her ſunk into a down Slumbor, x > 
Her beating Heart juſt tigd,, and gone 10 Reſts 
Methinks I ſee ber on her Couch reposd. iT 


The lovely, Helplels, ſweet. unguarded Jangcences. 
| With 


=. 
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With gentle Heavings riſe her ſnowy Breaſts, 
Soft ſteals the balmy Breath, the roſy Hew 1 
Glows on her Check, a deep Vermilion dyes 
Her dewy Lip, while Peace and ſmiling PL o 
Sit huſh'd and filent on the fleeping Fair. © 
Then think what Thoughts invade the gazing King; N 
Catch'd with the ſudden Flame, at once he burns, 
At once he flies reſiftleſs on his Prey. 
Waking ſhe ſtarts diſtracted with the Fright, oe 
To Aribert's lov'd Name in vain ſhe les; „ ** = 
Shriekiog ſhe calls her abſent Lord in van. 
The King poſſeſt of all his furious Wil ——, 'W 
Ari. Firſt ſink the Tyrant Raviſher, to Hell, r 
Seize him, ye Fiends — - firſt ft periſh thouand l. 128 
Let us not live to hear of fe fo much Horror. 
The curſed Deed pill turn mie layage. Wild. 11 
Blot ev ry Thought of Nature from My. > 50 7 ond o 
A Brother! — I will ruſh and tear his I 'WEY 
Be drunk with gulhing ee Vepgeance 
Wich his inceſtuops Heart. ogg gie nw 
Seof. It is but juſt 


You ſhould be mov 4 for fore the? FIDE is edle 


But keep this. (yelling Ingignaui on d uo sagem 
And let your, cqolgr Reaſon naw rel, 14 
That may perhaps find out ſome, means of Safery.. 14 10 

Ari. Talk ch of Safety 1 — wemayyalk of Heavy N 
Mey gage with Rapwee on. you ay Reh, |.» 
But who ſhall lend us og to reach their height? | 1 
Impoſſible! —— . aſl ch 2008 +75 eint 

Seof. Thurs Wo lf 2X10 % 11:£03 * bm A 
And only oe % b yoo , f e fe, bh 


Ari, Ha! f. »d Dum i 16H 


Seof. Her ſudden FliggSs bnd ya !f0 ih - 
Ari. 


——— — — — —— — - 
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Ari. Oh! by what friendly Means? Be lait to 


anſwer, © | 

Nor waſte the precious nme with Delay. NT hg 

Seof. The King, now abet from the Palace, ſeems 

To yield a fair Occafion for) your 'Viſhes;, [& 

A private Poſtern opens to my Gardens 

'Thro* which the beauteous Captive might remove | 

Till Night, and a Diſguiſe | ſhall farther aid her, k 

To fly with Safety to the Brizons Camp. 

*Tis true, one Danger I might well 8 * 

Ari. Oh! do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing Hopes 

Which t thy kind Hind has lanted i in my Soul. . 

If there be Banger, turn it all on me. "42 

Let my devoted Head 

Seof. Nay ! —— tis not much, 

'Tis but my Life; and I would an give i 
To buy your Peace &f Mind. 

A. Alas?” What mean'ft thou? % 

*Seof Does it nbt:foflow Plain! 2 a not the King | 

Turn all his Rage upon this Wat Read? 

Shall not all Arts of Cruelty be try . 48 

| To find but Toftures equal to my falhood! wes 

Imagine you behold me bound and feourg't, ' 

| My aged Muſcles Barf Carr 1 + eater 

Or hear me wing on the Gems er ei 

Givaning and leteaming wich ie arpeſt: gate 

Of piereing Pain; or fea Mee Uh Elves 

And ſeax' with burning Steel, till the ſcorch'd Marrow 

Fries in the Bones, the ſhrinking Sinews ſtart, wh : 

A ſmeary Foam works o'et my grinding Jaws, OY 

And utmoſt Anguiſh ſhakes my lab'ring Fi frame: ban 
For thus it muſt be. nm 8 
Ari. Oh! my Friend! my rather! it! * 

Au. It 


! T 


.. 3696 


- 


it muſt not ba it n it dn note | 
wouldſt thou be kind, and ſave my — 
Leave me toanſwer all my Brotber's furn. 
The Crime, the Fallhood, en my o.] n. 
Seof. Juſt tomy Wiſh.-, ee Nee 
Ari. Thou ſhalt accuſe me to him. | 
Thou know'ſt his awn oO 1 „ ute rb ron 
Swear that, 1 ſtole her,. that; I forc'd ber from thee ; 
one, bh ip ee 
* Ae e ee fs-1 4s for: 262435 504 
23 Seel. Then have you en, 
. Upon the Danger, Sir? | 
Ari. Oh, there i is none abi amen e 1k 
Can be po Danger while, my Love is fe, 11 toit 
Seof. Methinks indeed it leſſens to my View, 02 
When the firſt Violence of Rage is over, 1 
be Fondaek, of a Brother will return, mw j 
| And plead, Jour Cauſe, with Nature in bis Heart; 
wou will, you muſt be ſafes and yet tis hard, 
And grieves me much I ſhould accuſe you. 9. him. ' 4 
Ari. 'Tis that muſt cover the Deſign. . But fly, 


Loſe not a Minute's time. 
Haſte to remove her from this curſed Phce "mT 
My faithful Oſwald fhall at Night attend thee; þ & 


Aud help to guard her to the Britiſh Gs Eg 
©, I Thou know'ſt that is not far. 
| Seof. Too near 1 know i it. * . 


row Ari, She has a Brother there, the noble Lins, T 
galant Youth, and dear to brave Ambroſius | 
To his kind Care. reſign thy beautequs Charge. 


Seof, This Inſtant LOI Wer an 76 dan 
Ari. Half my Fears 1 


Arg over n 


4 Oo 
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Seof. One thing T had forgot. 
It will import us much, that you ſhould ſeem 


Inclin'd to meet the Love of haughty Rodoguns : 
Twill eoſt you but & little courtly Flattery, 

A kind reſpectful Look, join'd with a Sigh, 

And few ſoft tender Words, that mean juſt nothing, 
: Yet win moſt Womens Hearts. But ſee ſhe comes, 
Conſtrain your Temper, Sit, be falſe, and meet ber 

With her own gere Aru; purſue your Task, 
And doubt not all nen en Wiſh: 

(Exit $e6h 


Aribert fs 
Ari. She comes indeed! Now whete arb | 

How ſhall I teach my Tongue to frame a Language 

So different from my Heart? Oh Erhelinda! 

My Heart was made to fit and pair with thine, 
Simple and plain, arid fraught with artleſt Tenderneſ; 

Form'd to receive one Love, and only one, 

But pleas'd and proud, and dearly fond of that, 

It knows not what there can be in l 
And would not if it could. 

Enter Rodogune. 

Rodo, * do I fray, © " 
Why linger thus within this hated eure, 
Where ev'ry Object ſhocks my loathing Eyes, 

And calls my injur'd Glory to Remembrance? 
The King! — the Wreteh; but Wherefore did I nam 
enn 
Find out, my Soul, in thy rich Stote 'of Thought, 
-Somewhat more Great, more Worthy of thy fell; 
Or let the mimick Fancy ſhew its Art, 
And paint ſome pleaſing Image to delight me, 


Le 


neſs 
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Let Beauty mix with Majeſty and Youth,  — 
Let manly Grace be temper'd well with — 
Let Love, the God himſelf, adorn the Work, 
And will call the charming Fanrom, Aribert. 
Oh Venus! — whither -- whither would 1 wander? 
Be buſt, Wr 
[ing Ari. 
46 When, faireft Princeſs, you avoid our T's 
And lonely thus from the full Pomp retire; 
Love 24 thy Omer Fellouy'vo your Bede, 
They croud to form the ſhining Circle round you, 
And all the Train ſeems yours; while Purple Majeſty, 
And all thoſe outward Shews which we call Greatneſs, 
Languiſh and'divop, ſeem empty and forſaken, * 
And draw the wondering Gazer's Eyes no more. 
Rodo. The Courtier's Artis nieanly known in vat, 
16 yours preſent their Serviee, and their * 
At any Shrine but where cheir Maſter knerls. 
You know your Brother pays not his to une, 47 
Nor would I that he ſhould; | | 
Ari. The Hearts of Ki | DPI des: 
Are plac'd,/ s true, beyond" cheir Subjects Searchy 
Yet might I judge by Love*s or Reaſon*s Rules, , 
Where ſhall my Brother mani 
Like what I now beboed?ꝰ?d 
Rodo. That you can flatter, 
Is common to your Sex; you ſay indeed, 
Ve Women love ix and perhaps we do. 
Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, | 
And yer, as if the Fraud were pleaſing to uw, 
And our undefng Joy = ill you go'on, © 
And ſtill we hear yu But, do change the Theme, 
Tu find a fitter for you than my Beatty. — 


Ari. 
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Ari. Then let it be the Love of Royal Hengif. 
Rodo. The King, your Ee could not * as 
Advocate, 
Whom I would 8 "ome on any Subjeck, 
Bating that only one, his Love, than you; f 
Tho' you perhaps (for ſome have wond'rous Arts) 
Could ſoften the harſh Sound. The String on jars, 
When rudely touch d ungrateful to the Senſe, /  * 
With Pleaſure feels the Maſter's flying — 
Swells into Harmony, and charms the Hearers. 
Art. Then hear me ſpeak of Love. 
Rodo. But not of his. 
Ari. 'Tis true, I ſhould not grace the Story _ 
Rude and unskilful in the moving Paſſion, + 
I ſhould not paint its Flames with equal Warmth; | 
Strength, Life, and glowipg Colours would be ms 
And languid Nature ſpeak the Work imperſect. 
Rods. Then happ'ly yet {your| Breaſt remains un- 
touch'd ; . 
Though that ſoums mange: Lon ve ſeen he Court t of 
Britain ; 
There, as I oft have Tits imperial r | 
8 Reigns in its native Throne, like Light in Heav'n; 
While all the Fair Ones of our neighb'ring World, 
With ſecond Luſtre meanly ſeem to ſhine, 
The faint Reflexions of the Glory there. 
Ari, It e'er my Heart incline to Thoughts of __ 
Methinks I ſhould not (tho? perhaps I ert) 
Expect to meet the gentle Paſſion join d f 
With Pomp and Greatneſs: Courtsmay beaſt of Beauty, 
But Love is ſeldom found to dwell amongſt, em. 
Rodo. Then Courts are wretched, TX; 
Ari. So they ſeem to Love. 


3 From 


e, 
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From Pride, from Wealth, from Buſineſs, and iron 
' Pow! =” 

Loathing be Ales, and ſeeks che peaceful village; 
He ſeeks the cottäge in the tufted Grove,  _ 
The ruſſet Fallows, and the verdant Lawns, _ 
The clear coo! Brook, and the deep woody Glade 
Bright Winter Fires, and Summer Ey*nings Suns 2 


4% 


Theſe he prefers to gilded Roofs and Crowns, 


Here he delights to pair tl . conſtant Swain, 
With the (weet, unaffe&te , yielding Maid; 
Here is his Empire, here his Choice to reign, A 
Here, where he dwells with Innocence and Truth, 

Rods, To Minds, which know no better, theſe ate 
Joys 


But Princes, fare, a are 1 with addict Thoughts wa 


Love, is in them a Flame that mounts to Heav'n . - 
And ſeeks its Source Divine, and Kindred Stars ;: 
That urges on the Mortal Man to dare, 5 — 
Kindles the yaſt Deſires of Glory in him, 
And makes Ambition's ſacred Fires burn bright. 
Nor you, howe'er your Tongue: Signs your ow 
Have meaner Hopes than — 12 2 7 Ft 
Ari. Mine have been ſtill | 
Match'd with my Birth; 2 * Brother's Hopes. 7 
© Rods, Nay more; Methinks 1 read youre Greats 
F neſs 4 
And, like ſome. Bard inf; wird, I. could foretel, _ 
What wondrous things our Gods reſerve for uu. 
Perhaps, ev'n now, your better Stars are join nei 
Auſpicious Love and Fortune now conſpire, | 
At once to.crown you, and beſtow cs Great, T 


3 


85 partial Nature at your Birth deny d. 1 


1 = . 


9 Enter 


| 
| 
| 


„I have but little Care for what may Nappa. 
To Morrow may be Heav'n's — or yours to ak, | 
If this Day be my laſt, why farewel Life; 
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' © Enter the King, Gllarl hind" ot her Ane * 


King, She muſt, ſhe ſhall he found, tho? | he be ſank 
Deepto the Center, tho? Eternal Nigh 1 „ 1 
Spread wide her ſable Wing. to ſhade Mente, 0 
And ſhut me from ber Sight. But fay, thou e 


Thon chat hat made the Name of Friendſhip vie... 


And broke the Bonds of Dut 7 and of, Nature, . . g | 
Where haſt thou hid POOLS 2--- So ? Jaung, Tc ſo 8 
Have I not been a Father to thy Youth, or” 
And loy'd thee with a mote than Brother' 's Love . 
And am I thus repaid ? --- But W her forth, 


Or by our Gods thou dy.” 


Rodo. What means this Rage? A Lab 
Ari. Then briefly thus: Lou are my DO 
The Names which moſt I reverence on Earth, re 4 
Andfear offending moſt. Yet to defend „ 
My Honour and my Love from Violation, 
O'er ev'ry Bar reſiſtleſs will I ruſh, SED 
And, in deſpite of proud Tyrannick row r, 
Seize and aſſert my Right, 
King, What, thine! thy Right: " * ö 
Riddles and Tales. | wh 
Ari, Mine by the deareſt Tie, f 
By holy Marriage mine, ſhe is wy Wife. 
Kodo. Racks, Tortures, Madneſs, ſeize me! Oh 
Confuſion ! ' [Tdſfode. 
"Ari, 1 ſee thy Heart ſwells, and thy flaming ur: 
Reddens with Rage at this unwelcoine boa * 
But ſince I know my Ethelinda ſafe, bt 


TE % £ 
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4 
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1 hold 
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hold it well beftow'd for her I love. 
, Rodo. May Sorrow, Shame and Sickneſs overtake her, 
And all her Beauties, like my Hopes, be blaſted. [4ſide. 
King. $0 brave! But l ſhall-find the Means to tame 
you, ba tn l bb ee ee 

To make, thee curſe thy Folly, eurſe thy Love, 
And to the dreadful' Gods, who reign beneath, | _ - 


| Devote thy fatal Bride. She is Chriſtia n; 
2 Remember that, fond Boy, and then remember 
That ſacred Vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 


Proſtrate at Woden's Altar, and invoking 
With ſolemn Runict Rites, our Country's Gods, 
Thou mad'ſt in Preſence of our Royal Father. 
6. Ari. Yes, I remember well the impious Oath, 
. Hardly extorted from my trembling Tout; 
x When burning with miſguided Zeal, the King 
p Compelbd my Knee to bend before his Gods, 
And forc'd us both to ſwear to what we knew not. 
King. Now by the Honours of the Saxon Race, 
4 A long and venerable Line of Hetoes, $3 
| I ſwear thou art abandon'd, Toft ro Honour, — 
And fall'n from ev'ry great and godlike Though. 
Some whining Coward Prieſt has wreught upon thee, 
And drawn. thee frpm our brave Forefathers Faith, 
Falſe to our Gods, as to thy King and Brother. * 
Dh Ari. Tis much beneath my Courage and my Truth, 
le. ro borrow any mean Diſguiſe from Falſhosd. 
8 No! — is my Glory that the Chriſtian Light 


F 24 


u, 4 wn d, Hke Day,” upon'my darker blind. 
A And taught my Soul the nobleſt uſe of Reaſon; 
Taught her to ſoar aloft, to ſearch, to know 

a The vaſt eternal Fountain of her Being; . 75 


Then, warm with Indignation, to deſpiſe 118 
0 2 2 | C 2 « Tha 
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The Things you call our Country's Gods, to ſcori 
And trample on their ignominious Altar. 
. King, Tis well, Sir,-+-impions Boy! e — 
And thou, oh Royal Hangiſt, whoſe dread Will 
And injur'd Majeſty I now aſſert, HOY 
Hear, and be preſent to my Juſtice, hear me, 
While thus I vow to your offended Deities - 1 
This Traitor's Liſe; he dies, nar aught on 1 730 
Saves his devoted Head. mn Prieſts; 
[Fo the diu 
Bid em Sis ſwift, and dreſs their bloody Altars 
With ey'ry Circumſtance of Tragick Pomp; 
To Day à Royal Viftim bleeds upon em. 
Rich ſhall the Smoke and ſteaming Gore — 
To glut the Vengeance of our angry Gods. 
Rodo. At once ten thouſand racking — e 
And my Heart heaves, 8s it would burſt Auer | 
Oh can I, can Lhear him doom'd io Death, 1A 
Nor ſtir, nor breathe one ſingle Sound to fave int 
It wo'not be — and my fierce haughty Soul, 
W hate'er ſhe ſuffers, ſtill diſdains to bend, 
To ſue to the curſt, bated Tyrant King. 
Oh Love! Ob Glory! —Would't thou die thus ae 
IIe Aribert. 
Is Life ſo ſmall a Thing, ſo mean 3 Boon, © 0; «dt 
As is not worth the asking? Thou art flent; 
Wilt thou not plead for Life Intreat the . 5 
And waken Nature in his Iron Heart. 
Ari. Life has ſo little in it good ot pleaſing, 
That ſince it ſeems not worth a Brother's Care, 
*Tis hardly worth my asking. 
King. Seize him, Guards, ny 
And bear him to bis Fate, 7 Luar ſeize Aribert, 
* OSS | . Rods, 


9 
. 
4 
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Rodo. Yet, Hengiſt, know, | | 
If thou ſhalt dare tg touchhis precious Life,, A 
Know that the Gods andiRodogune prepare 
The ſharpeſt Scqurges of vindictive War. 
Fly where thou wilt, the Sword ſhall fill purſue - 
wich Vengeance, to a Brother's Murder due. | 
Driven out from Man, and mark*d-for publick Seorn, 
Thy raviſh'd Sceptre vaĩnly ſhalt thou mourn, . 
And when at length thy wretched Life ſhall ceaſe; 
When in the ſilent Grave thou hop'ſt for Peace: 
Think not the Grave ſhall hide thy hated Head! 


Still, ſtill I will purſue thy fleeting Stade; 
L curs d thee living, and will plague thee dead, 
[Exit Rodogune, 
King. On to the Temple with him: Let her rave, 
And propheſy ten thouſand thouſand Horrors; R 
T could join with her now, and bid 'em come; 
They fit the preſent Fury of my Soul. 
The Stings of Love and Ragy are fix d within, 
And drive me on to Midaets. Earthquakes; Which” 
winds, 
A general Wreck of Nature now would Pleaſe me. . 
For ob! not all the driving wintry War, as 
When the Storm gtones and bellows from afar, . * 
3 


When thro' the Gloom the glancing Lightnings fy, 

Heavy the ratling Thunders roll on high,” 

And Seas and Earth mix with the dusky 277 

Not all thoſe warring Elements we fear, 

Are equal to the inborn Tempeſt 

Fierce as the Thoughts which mortal Man wth + 

When Love and Rage; contend, and tear the lab#ri 

Soul. a * Linn BIQ& kee | 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


| the Superſtition of the Antient Saxons; in the 


Tn Woden, and F 8 


Muſick Ii beard at a Diftance, ar of the Price 
/ Preparing for the Lurie. 'Thew | 


” 


£8 Ester Aribert. 


Band. * 
Have watch'd intent upon their horrid Rites, , 
With many a dire and execrable Pray | +... | (+ 
Calling the Fiends beneati the ſullen Demon. 
That dwell in Darkneſs deep, and Foe to Man, * 
Delight in reeking Streams of human Gocke. 
Now huddled on a Heap, they murmur'd hoarſe, 
And hiſſing whiſper'd round their myſtick Charm; 
And now, as if by ſudden Madneſs ftruck,, - Þ | 
With Screamings ſhrill. they ſhook the vaulted Roof. | 
And yex'd the ftill, the ſilent, ſolemn Midnight. 
Such ſure in everlaſting Flames below, 
Such are the Grones of poor lamenting Ghoſts, . 
And ſuch the Howlings of the laſt Deſpair, _ 
Anon to Sounds of Woe, and magick Strings, ; FE 
They danc'd in wild fantaſtick Meaſures round, 


Then all at once they bent their ghaſtly Viſages 


% 


On 


The SCENE ; i510: „ Tool. adern'd according 1 


Middle are | plac'd their. three principal 4 


- Ar Night FU bloody Prieſts, a CY 
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on nie; and yelling, thrice they ery'd out, Aribert ! 1 
1 have endur'd theit Horrors — And at length 

See! the Night wears away, and chearful Morn, / 'x 
All fret aud freſh; ſpreads! from the % , 208 
Fair Nature ſceus reviuid, and ein my Heart 

Sits light and jocund at the Day's Return 

And fearleſs waits an End or all its eee 


Enter one. of thy Guards, len, 4 Latter, * A 


2 


es bat it dert. - 
Guar. From 8 90 0 this, on Peril of 87 14. 1 
T hare engag:d 40 render; tg your Hand.. 1 
Ari. reads.) , Seolrid has. been» juſt to his Word „ be- 
has deliver: the fair Echelinda to. my Charge: we 
have happily paſt all the Guards; and hope in tuo 
Hours to reach, the Britops amd. 
2528 From Jour fait bi Oſwald... 
Then thou haſt nothing left on Earth, my Soul, 
Worthy thy farther Care, Why do I ſtay, | 
Why. linger then, and want my, Heav'nſq long? 
To live i is to continue to be wretched, 38 | 
And robs me of a great and glorious Death... _ ai 


Enter Rodoguae with an Officer, he Huus, ber | 
ca} 007 entriug. une : 
Offigs: „Thus Offs to his beatiteous Siſter. ba. D 4 
Depend upon a;Brochet's N Gy; Toe! if 
To further all you win. | 
Rodo.¶ Tia well! be beat, | 24507 Enis aer. 
And wait my farther Order. See! my ed 100 


dee there thy deareſt Choice, thy fond Deſive.;. * 
See with how glear g Broms, What chearful Fs ns * 
Wich all bis natiye S westgeſi undiſturh'd, 1 15 * 
The noble J altends- his harder Fate. 1 = 
C4 I'came” 


2 
* + 
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J came to join my friendly Grief with lay | (To: Arid 
To curſe your Tyrant Brother, and deplore 
Your youthful Hopes, thus all untimely blafted « ': '- 
But you, I ſee, have learn'd- to ſoorn your Danger; 


You wear à Face of Triumph, not FOR 
Has Death ſo little in it? | 


Ari, Oh! tis nothing, A 
To Minds that weigh it well : The Vulgar fear it, 
And yet they know not why. Since never any 
Did from that dark and doubrful Land as yet 
Turn back again, to tell us tis a PM. 
To me it ſeems like a long wiſt'd-for Happinefs, y 
Beyond what ey'n our ExpeRation paint; 
*'Tis Comfort to the Soul, tis Peace, us Reſt; 

It comes like Slumber to the fick Man Eyes. ; 
Burning and reſtleſs with 4 Fever's Rage, © 
All Night he toffes on his weary Bed; 


4 


He tells the tedious Minutes as they pats, 


And turns, and turns, and ſeeks for Eaſe in 43 
But if, at Morning's Dawn, ſweet Sleep falls on bim, | 
Think with what Pleaſure he reſigns his Senſes, , 
Sinks to his Pillow, and forgets his Pain. 

Rodo, Perhaps it may be ſuch a State of Indolence; 


But ſure the active Soul ſhould therefore fear it. 


The Gods have dealt 11 with choir ere * 


And ſcatter not ſome Pleaſures withithe Pin, 
To make it worth their keeping, "Is Were doing 
Could make you wiſh to Mer 

Ari. Oh! yes, there is; . heh wel det, en 
There is Bleſſing 1 could wiſh to five for,” © e. 
To live, for Years, for Ages to — ſin'sid Is 


nr divided from nn * zidon: 5 | 


6 


ni 


Willing to ſave, and mighty to defend, 
Who from the gloomy'Confines of the Grave 
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It leaves the World a Wilderneſs before me, 


Wich nothing worth deſiring. 1s 4 
Rodo. Dull and cold! © | 


+» 


Or cold at leaſt to me, dull, dull Indiffetence. ” Aſide, *- 
What if fome pitying Pow'r look down from Heay* ny 


And kindly viſit your affficted Fortunes! © 
What if it ſend ſome Gnexpetted Aid, 


Some generous Heart, and ſome prevailing A 


Timely ſhall ſnateh, ſhall bring you back to Life; | 


And raiſe you up to Empire and to Love? 


Ari. The wretetied have * t at * n * 


Earth?n 
Then what have 1 to hope ud an: bag 1 
» Node. Hope every thing, desde 
Hope all that Merit, — vices a 


p = 


1 


Such as commands the World, exacts their Homage, 
And makes ev'n all the Good and Brave your Friends. 
Ari, And can you then vouchſaſe to- flatter: Miſery? 


T'enrich ſo fall'n, ſo loſt᷑ à thing av I am, 


With the ſweet Breath of Praiſe? So pious Virgins 
Rob the whole Spring to make their Garlands fins, . 


Then hang etm om a ſenſeleſs Marble Tomb. 


Rodo, A burning Purple fluſhes o*'er:my Face, 
And Shame forbids my Tongue, or I would fay,* , 
That 1 ——— Oh Aribert — I am thy Friend. 
Yet wherefore ſhould I bluſſi to own the Thought * + 


For who! — who would not be the Priend of Aribert: 


Ari, Why is this wondrous Goodneſs loſt upon me 


Why is this Bounty laviſh'd on a Bankrupt, 
Who has not left another 3 Life. 
0. ' Pay = mighty Debt? 

Cs 


— 
— — 


Rode, 
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Rodo. Oh! let me getestet ir enn 
Yet add to it, and ſwell the Sum yet higher; 
Nor doubt but Fate ſhall find the Means to pay it. 
Know then that I have paſs'd this live-long Night, 
Sleepleſs and anxious with my Cares for thee; - - 
The Gods have ſure approv'd the pious Thought; 

And crown'd it with Succeſs. Since 1 have gain'd 
Alfred, the Chief of mighty Woden's Prieſts, 

To find a certain Way for thy Eſcape. rail 
One of the facred Habits is at Hand | V. 
Prepar'd for thy Diſguiſe, the holy Man | 
Attends to guide thee to thy Brother's Camp: 

My felf — Ohl yet lie till, my beating Heart --- ¶ Aſide. 
Whatever Dangers chance, my ſelf will be 
The Partner and the Guardian of. thy Flight. TIN y 

Ari. Now what Return to make —— Oh let me ſink, 
With all theſe warring, Thoughts together in me, 
Buſhing to Earth, and hide the vaſt Confuſion. _ 

Rodo. Ye Gods! he anſwers not, but hangs his Head 
In ſullen Silence; ſee'! he turns away, 

And bends his gloomy Viſage to the Earth. 

To what am I betray'd! Ob Shame! . 

And more than Woman's Weakneſs! He has Cn me; : 

Seen my fond Heart, and ſcorns the eaſy Prize. 

Blaſt me, ye Lightnings, ſtrike me to the Centre, 

Drive, drive me down, down to the Depths beneath; 

Let me not live, nor think —o— Jet me not think, 

For I have been deſpis'd ten thouſand thouſand, 

And yet ten thouſand: Curſes — Oh my Folly ! 
Ari. Thus let me fall, thus lowly to the Earth, 


5M | | | _ [ Kneeling, 
In humble Adoration of your Goodneſs, 
Thus with my lateſt Accents breathe your Name, 
bn And 


2 


And bleſs you ere I die. O- Rt le @ Gr 

Fair Royal Maid! t6'thee be al thy Wines, 
Content and'everlaſtitig\Pedee dwwell with the, 
And every Joy be thine. Nor Lene Thowght © bs 
Of this ungrateful, this unkappy Afibirt * 


Remain behind, to eall a ſudden Sigh,” * ee 


Or ſtain thee with Tear, Behold 1 Wy nn 
Doom'd by Eternal Fate, to my long Reſt; 5 2 
Then let my Name too die, ſinł to Oblivion, G3 Þ wi 
And ſleep in Silence with me in the Grave, ** a hh e 
Rodo. Doſd/thow'nt wah do er. . by 01 U 
Ai. Jeannot. T, 2) 50012 $443k 111030301 eb K 
Rodo, Why? 4337 ig Fw eim Df par fi 312ya2 
Behold I give ches tr, ur $92 oc 8624 254 ys 
Ari. And thirefbes ok 3 207 12 
Therefore Irannotrtake dt, I' date die} - if 1* 
Wem nr 
What I can never tender back. 14M :b' $365? 17 
Rodo. Confullon 0 TRAY a 
15 then the! Bleſſing, Life, becomes Qurfeg!! 9 
When offer'd:to thee hiymychaleful Hande 
Ari. Qh.n64 for yeuareall ——— 
Nature, that makes your Ser the Joy of ou, 


Made you the Pride of both; ſhe give yo — . 


So mix'd with Strength, with Majeſty ſo-rais'd, . 

To make the willing World-confeſs your Empire, 
And lbve, while they obey, - Not ftay'd — 5 
But to the Body fitted ſo the Mind.. 
As each werte faſtiion'd ſingly to excel, 


As if ſo fair a ——— 1 


A Soul leſs great, and that gteat Soul could fing 

Nothing ſo like the Heav'n men whence: it * 

As that fair form to dwell in. SEE; 
| Kodo. 


_ 
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ho The Reel c 
Rodo, Soothing Sound!! 7 nie bat 
Delightful Flattery from him we love: Me: 
But what are theſe to my impatient Hopes 5 2092000) 
Ari. Yet wherefore ſhould this mighty Mafs of Weald 
Be vainly plac'd before my wond'ring Eyes, 
Since I muſt ne er poſſeſs it, ſince my Heart. 
Once giv'n, can ne'er return, cn 9 Nam - 
But Ethelinds, only Ethelinda ? re to 
Fix'd to its, Choice, and obſtinately conſtant, | 
It liſtens not to any other Call. 
So rigid Hermits, that forſake the World, | 
Are deaf to Glory, Greatneſs, Pomps cod Paſo 
Severe in Zeal, and infolently pious, . 
They let attending Princes yainly wait, 
Knock at their Cells; and. lure em forth in van. 
Rodo, How is ſue form d with what ſuperior Grace, 
This Rival of my Love? What envious Gd. 
In ſcorn of Nature's wretched' Works below, 
Improv'd and made her more than half Divine? 
How has he taught her Lips to breathe Ambroſia 
How dy'd her Muſhes with the Morning's Red, 
And cloath'd her with the e Src - ied 
To — ———_— „ LEED 
Ari; Spare the Theme. IJ | 
Rodo. But then her Mind! 1 Gods, Ae you 
Could make that great, and fit to rival mine? 
What more than heavenly Fire informs the Maſs? 
Has ſhe a Soul can dare beyond dur Sex? 
Beyond ev'n Man himſelf, can dare like U nN 
Can ſhe reſolve to bear the ſecret Sting 
Of Shame and conſcious Pride, diſtracting Rage, 
And all the deadly Pangs of Love deſpis'd?  - 
On no! ſhe cannot, Nature cannot bear it; [Weeping. 


ed 1 


To plunge for ever in eternal Darkneſs, 
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It ſinks ev'n me, the mn 19 
The native Gteatneſs of my Spirit fails, 2 Fort R 
Thus melts, and thus runs guſhing: thro? tap pas 
The. Floods of Sorrow-drown my dying RR” 
And I can only call thee Cruel Aibirt t: 
Ari. Oh thou, juſt Heav'n, if mortal Man oy dare 
To look into thy gieat Decrees, thy Fate, 
Were it not better I had never been 
Than thus to bring Affliction and Mis fortune, 0 
Thus curſe what thou hadſt made ſo good - Soi 
Rodo, But fee! the King and crue) pear, 
Nor can I ſave thee now. Thou haſt thy Wiſh; e 
But what remains for me } My Heart beats faſt, 
And ſwells, impatient at dhe Tyrant's Sight, dom 40 
My Blood, erewhile at Ebb, now flows again, 
And with new Rage 1 bam; Sine Love is loſt, 
Come thou Ne,, ſucceed thou to my Bofowy, - | 
And reign in all my Soul. Tes, 1 will find her, 
This fatal She, for whom Lam deſpis d. 
Look that ſhe be your Maſt er- Piece, err e 
Let each celeſtial Rand ſome Grace impart, 4 
To this rare Pamern of your forming Art;: 
Such may- ſhe be, my jealous Rage to move, 12 E | 


Such as you never made till now, to prove 
A Victim Ow my offended Love. 
xi Rodogune. 
auer at th als Dae the K , Prisfts, Ghards, and 
ber At 1 Ft 2 
- Xing, Haſt thou bethought thee yet, ' perfidious 28 d 
Wo't thou yet render back thy Theft? Conſider, 
The Precipice'is juſt beneath thy feet, 
'Tis but a Moment, and T puftr thee off 


Somewhat 
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Somewhat like Nature has been buſy here.. 
And made a Struggle for thee in my Soul; 
Reſtore my Love, and be again my Brother. 
Ari. Rage, and the Violence of lawleſs Paſſion. 
Have blinded your clear Reaſon ; wherefore elſe 
This frantick wild Demand? What! ſhould 1 yield, 
Give up my Love, my Wife, my Etbelinda. 
To an inceſtuous Brother's dire Embrace 
Oh Horror! — But, to bar the impious Thought, 
Knpw/!'— Heav'n and brave Ambroſius ate her Guard: 
Ere this, her Flight has reach d the Brizons Co | 


And found her Safety there. 10 1 
King. Fled to the Briton 1 hn * 20 
Oh moſt accurſed Traitor! Let. ber fp, «3 allo wt bnA 
Far as the early Day-ſpringin the Zaſt . 


Or to the utmoſt Ocean, where the 8 n Da 
Deſcends to other Skies and Worlds unknown; 
Ev'n thither ſhall my Love take Wing and follow. 
To ſeize the flying Fair. The Britons ———— Gods! 
Shall they withhold. her ! — Firſt, — GT 
Their Iſland to the Center. But for the, 
Think'ſt thou to awe me with that Fantom, Inceſ * 
ch empty Names may fright thy Coward Soul; 
— know that mine diſdains em. Bind him Ante 
Ka V9.4 © ; 4-4 06 [Te the Prieſts, 
I wo'not loſe another Thought 1 thee, Jock Aribert, 
Begin the Rites, and dye the hallow'd Steel 


TEY:! 
* 


Deep in his Chriſtian Blood. The Gods — him. 


Ari. Why then, no more. But if we meet again, 
As, when the Day of great Account ſhall come, 
Perhaps we may, may ſt thou find Mercy therey . 
More than thow ſhew'ſt thy Brother . Farewel. 

N 21 4 1 1 11 Bibs 2 "King, 


— 
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King. Earewel. To Death wich him, and end the 
Dreamer: ch eie ed e 
[The Prieſts bind Aribert, and lead iner | 


While the ſolemn' Maſick is playing, one t 

Enter Seofrid, 5 0 .. 

Seof. Haſte, and break off your anvuſpicious Rites; ; 
The inſtant Dangers ſummon you a w- W— © 

Deſtruction threatens in our frighted wr 1 4 

And the Gods call to Am. 

Ring. What means the Ffeer RG 7 226 


That trembles in thy pale, thy baggard Viſage a | 
Speak out, and eaſe this Labour of thy Soul. ! r 
Seof. Oh fly, my Lord; the Torrent grows upon us, 
And while I ſpeak we're loſt. Fierce Offa Pets Wo 
From ev'ry Part his crowding Enſigns enter, The 
And this way waving bend. With idle — 9 tt | 
Your Soldier careleſs ſtands, and bids em pals; Tot 
Some join, - but all refuſe to arm againſt em re 
They call em Friends, Companions, and theit den 
men. 
A choſen Band, led by the baugbty Princeſs, Za 
Imperious Rog , move ſwiftly hicher, WE: ro. . 
To ihtercept your paſſa kg ta the Palace. U | . TL 
That only Strength is left, then fly to reach it. 
Xing. Curſt Chance! But haſte, * that Traitor 


ſtraight; ; nt n jg 
They ſha not bar my Vengeance, MOTLEY 4 
Seof. Sacred Sir, | „ [7 


Think only « on your Safety. For the "ie dps 1 
Your Crown, but more your Love, a thouſand Reaſons, - 
All urge you to defer his Tate; TING prolies, : 
Or I could ſpeak em plain. "IO 
King. Then hear me, Prieſ t. 
3 gire hin to thy Charge. e 


„ TW Royal covert. 
© Seof. They come, my Lord. [ [Show 
King. Look to him well; for, by yon dreadful Altan, 
Thy Life ſhall pay for his, if he eſcape: An 9] 
Firſt kill him, plunge thy Poniard in his Boſom, 
And ſee thy King reveng'd. A 
Exit King, Seofrid, Guards and e 
prieſt. Be chear'd, my Lord, fi, 
Nor keep one Doubt of me; I am your Slave. 
The King is fled, and with him all your Dawn | 
Fate has reſery'd you for ſome glorious Purpoſe z 
And ſee, your Guardian Goddeſs comes to ſave you, 
| To break your Bonds, and make you ever happy.” 


% Whig Rodogune, Soldiers, and other Anendants, 
' Rods, Well have our Arms preyail'd : Behold, he lives, 
Ungrateful as he is, 'by me he liyes. 
Do l not come with too officious Hafte, [To Aribert 
Once more to preſs the Burden, Life upon you! 
To offer, with an Idiot's Importunity, | 
The nauſeous Benefit you ſcorn'd before ? 


Ari, If 1 refus'd the Bleſſing from your Hande, 
Think it not rudely done with ſullen Pride; 


Since Life and you are two of Heay'n's beſt Gifts, 0 4 
Yet both ſhould be receiv'd, both kept with Honour, 


Rodo, However lire yes, I will bid thee live, 
No matter, what enſues. Fly far away, 


Forget me, blot my Name from thy Remembrance, 
And think thou ow'ſt me nothing — What! in Bonds! 
Well was the Task reſery'd for me. But thus 


1 break thy Chain- Would 1 could break my ow Aid. 
Enter an Officer. | 

Officer. A Party of our Horſe, that late went forth 

To mark the Order of the Prizons Cm 

* b 38276439 L.1} 61 mig Me 
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Met in their Courſe ſome Servants of the King; 


For ſo they.call'd themſelves. Outs judg'd em Trains, 
And would have ſeiz'd, is flying to the Foe. | want 1 


After a ſharp Reſiſtance-fome eſcap'd, | b 13 0 
The reſt, for ſo your Princely Brother wilt, b. ne 
Without attend ydur Order. n 

Rodo. Let em enter, entire Tn 407 
A Woman! 


Enter Ethelinda, and ICS gun, 
Ebel Mere nf 21650 bas 
D Ot. nf Adee Aller: 
Has * that craet Chance that forig purſu'd me,. 
That vex d me with her vatious Malice long, | 
Been kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my Wiſh, 
Lodg'd me once more within thy faithful Arms! 
Ari, Oh my foteboding Heart! Oh fatal Meeting? 
Ethel. Why droops my Love, my Lord, my Aribert : 
Why doſt thou ſigh and pteſi me? and oh! wherefore,” 
VW herefare:theſe Tears that ſtdin thy manly Viſage? 
They told me Heav'n bad ſtrove for thy Deliverance, 
Had rais'd; thee up ſomè kind, foie great Preſeryer, 
To ſave thee from thy cruel Brother's Hand. 
W by therefore doſt thou mourn, when thou art bleſs? * 
Or does ſome new Aﬀiion wound thee? 71 4 
Perhaps I am the Cauſme. | 5 
- Rods. By ll the Fettes [ 907 of ay oy 
The Pangs that rend my '#t6ning Breaſt,” cis * 
My curſt, my happy Rival. See the Sn, = 
See how with eager Eyes he driaks her Charms, 
Mark how he liſtens to her fect Allurements; ; 


gat 1 
at 


She winds her ſelf abott his eaſy Heart, * 
And melts him with her ſoft enchanting T ongis. 
For Nec Y 14 


1 woe't thou not anffyer yer” 8 
ff 


* 
. „- — 2 — 
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Ari. Oh Ethelinds! vii o:;29M 
Why art thou here? j Is this this Ws * 0 
Is Lucius here 2; Haſt thou a Brother here, 
To guard thy helpleſs Lonocente: o —_— wh 

_ Ethel. Have I not bee? 

Ari. Me! — what can bs for thee? O34 
For we are wretched both. 1% 189 

Rodo. I'll doubt no more. — — wr 110502 of 
My jealous, Heart-confeſſes: her its For:, 1 a 
And beats and riſes — urt> ep hay = 
Nor ſhall ſne Triumph o'er me. No, ye Gods! 

If I am, doom'd hy von to be a Wretch,- . 
She too ſhall ſuffer with me. Prince, you ſeem (To Arid 
To know this Pris? ner, whom the Saxon Chiefs 
Accuſe of flying to our Foes, the Brionn. 
However, I Will chink more nobly of ou; 
Than to believe you conſcious of the Treaſon 15 n 
Nor can you grieve, if Juſtice dooms her tio 
That Fate ſhe ee ee Death.” Ty” 
10 þs e 
Ethel, Alas f to Deacht — What PO e 75 
by what 12 9912 100 
Unknown, , Wille este I offended? 1 
To you, fair Princeſs, figge tis you that judge ings 10 
Tho' now this Moment to my Eyes firſt: ER 24 
To you I bend, to you 1 will appeal, | lang. 
And learn my Crime from ou. * 11 21 iT 

Ari. Learn it from me; Trvih gg Vim 102 (A 
I am thy Crime, tis Aribert deſtroys e cr $706 242 

Ethel. If thou. art my Offence, I've.finn'd dead; 
Ev'n to a vaſt and numberleſs Account 
For from the Time when! beheld thee firſt, [To Aribs. 


| My Soul has not ang Moment, wee, 1h 


N 


— pay — 
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dull thou haſt been my Wiſh, my conſtant e 

Like Light, the daily Bleſſing of my Eyes, 

And the dear Dream of all my ſweeteſt Slugabers, 
Rodo. Oh the diſtracting Thought; St wales Ihe rtr 
Ethel. Nor will you think it ae 

A Crime to love, for that Llove is true. anti 

In your fair Eyes I read your native Jaca, 7 bat 

Hap'ly ſome noble Youth ſhall in your Breaſt 

Kindle the pure, the gentle Flame, ee r * 

As dear to you, as Aribert to m. 

Would it be juſt that you ſhould die * n 

Think but on that, and I ſhall find- your Bir: 

For Pity ſure and Merey dwell with Love,. wy T4 
Redo. Be dumb for ever, let the Hand of Deaths... 

Cloſe thy bewitching Eyes, and ſeal thy Lips, 

That thou may'ſ look and talk no more, Deluſion... 

For oh! thy. ev'ry Glance, each Sound ſhoots thro meg. 

And kills my very Heart. Hence, bear her hence. 

My Peace is loſt for ever — hs. 4 .— Fa ) 

Ari, Oh hold! for L196 {nnd QT 

Rodo. Wherefore doſt ton catch * etnkosce vw hah. 

hou that haſt ſet me on the Rack; com'it thou PT 

To double all my Pains, and wich new Terror. 

Dreadful, to ſhake my-agonizing Soul? * 0 
Ari. What ſhall I ſay to move hee? wy a 
| Rodo, Talk for ger, mii 10 dt ae Him oY 

Winds ſhall be ſtill, and Seas Gomes 10 roar, . 

The Din of babling Crowds, and peopled Cities, 

Al ſhall be huſh'd a Death, 8 thou art ee, 

or there is Muſick in thy Voice. 

Ari. Then hear me; 04 Nil rags emu 2 rink 

rich gentleſt Patience, with Compaſſion hear me, 

Thus while 1 fall before thee, graſp thee thus, . 1 

Thus, 


And be at Eaſe for ever. 


And let your chaſter Hands prepare the Ded, 
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Thus, with a bleeding Heart, and dreaming Eyes, | 
Implore thee for my Echelinda's Life. 

Rodo. Tho* thou wert dearer to my doating Eyes. 
Than all they knew beſides, tho* 1 could hear thee 
While Ages paſt away; yet, by the Gods,  * 
If ſuch there are; who rule o'er Love and Jealouſy, 
And ſwell our heaving Breafts with mortal Paſſions, 
I ſwear ſhe dies, my. hated Riyal dies. 

Ari, Then I have only one Requeſt to make,. 
Which ſha'not be deny'd; to ſhare one Tate, 

And die with her I love. 267 N.. 

Rods, Ungrateful Wretch? )! | | 
Yet I would make thy Life my r 

Ari. No more: | 
Now I {corn Life indeed, Tho“ you had Beauty, 
More than the great Creator's bounteotts Hand 
Deſtow'd on all his various Works together, 

Tho' all Ambition asks, the kindly Purple, . 

Glory, and Wealth, and Pow'r, were yours to 906 
Tho length of Days, and Health were in your Hand, 
And all were to be mine yet F would N | 
To turn the Gift with Indignation back, | 

And rather fold 'niy Erhelinge thus, * 

And ſleep for ever with her in the Grave, 

Rodo, Then take thy Wiſh, and let both Me FRE 
Yes, I will tear thee out from my Remembrance, 


Ethel. Ok my Love? 
What can 1 pay thee back for all this Truth? 
What? but, like thee, to triumph in my Fate, 
And think it more than Life to die with the. 


Haſte then, ye Virgins, bteak the tender Turf, 


4800 T W here 
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where my dear Lord and I muſt reſt together: 

hen let the Mirtle and the Roſe be firow'd,r | 

For 'tis my ſecond better Bridal Day. 

On my cold Boſom let his Head be laid 

od lock Wacinbne ditesb 3. 1 2 

Till the laſt Trumpet's Sound break o our og Sleep, 

\nd call us up to everlaſting Blife, 

Rodo. Hence why em, take "em, drive en from my. 

Sight, - | hack 6 bo Ch ff aut 

The fatal Dales . Auen e. 
hat Look ſhall-be my laſꝶt. ns 17e 

I feel my Soul impatient of its nn $4275! 

Diſdaining this unworthy, idle Paſſion,  - eld 24: IL 

And ſtruggling, to be free. Now, now itſhoots, © - 

It tow'rs upon the Wing to Crowns and Empire * 1 

VW bile Love and Aribert, thoſe meaner Dan 

Are left far, fat behind, and loſt fox ever. os | 

So if by chance the Eagle's noble Offepring. ; 

„ ra'en in the Neſt, becomes ſome Peaſant's Prize, - 

„ [compels a while be beate bis Cage and Chains, 
And like a Pris'ner with the Clown-remainsz. /_ 17. 

But when his Plumes ſuoot forth, and * 77 

He quits the, Ruſtick, and bis;homely Cell. 

Breaks from his Bonds and in the Face of Day; ele 

Full in the Sun' s bright Beams he ſoars away; 

Delights thro' Heav'n's wide pathleſs Ways to go, 

Plays with Jove's Shafts, and graſps hisdreadful Bow, 


Dwells with immortal Gods, and ſcorns * orld aa 
low... 


ther, 


- [Exeuns Rodogune and Attendants | 
"The End 7 the Fourth a 
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8 c E N E, 1. PALACE. 
'E ner the King ans Seofrid. 
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O! I willfollow Pos fond Chace no more: 
| No more purſue the flying fantom, Glory! 
but 3 me down, and reſt in ſulle n Peace as 
Secure of all Events to come, and careleſs 

i If the Gods guide the World by Fate, or Fortune, 


if | Let 'em take back the worthlefs Crown they gave, 
1 Since they refuſe theit better Bleſſings to me. 
1 Seof., If not to Glory; yet awake to Love: #3). 
bt And tho' regardleſs of 'your Royal state. 10 
Yet live for'Fthilinda, live to fave ber, ; 1 Y 
Doom'd by the cruel Roogwne to di.. 
Helpleſs and defolate wic ſhe fande, Wir 
b And calls you to her Aid.” ua 1. 
King. What: doom ·d to di: 
Shall thoſe dear glowing Beauties theri grow cold, 
Pale, ſtiff, and cold? Sor ſhall I fold her once? * 
Shall ſhe not pant beneath my ſtrong Embrace, 
Swell to Deſire, and meet my furious Joy? 
Shall ſhe not breathe; and look, and ſigh, and murmut, 
Till I am loſt for ever, ſunk in Exſtaſies, 
And bury'd in ten thouſand thouſand Sweets? 
What! ſhall ſnhe die?” No, by the God of Arms, 
No I will once more rouſe me to the War, 
And ſnatch her from her Fate. | 
Seof, Then hear the Means, | 


SS Cs ts; Po FER 


Oſwald, of all our Saxen Chiefs the firſt, wol 2631 
And neareſt to your Brother's, Heart; had dran 
The choſen. Strength of all the Britiſi Auen ill zo 
- Under; the Leading of the, galant Lucias, 1 
ro fave the. Prince from — 
By ſecret Mazehes, they ate near, adwage d. 
Aud męant this, Night to make their hold rp 
re; King. wait tayours this my Purpoſe? vIbn>!:! 
ry; Seof. » MY Lordi tin 10 EA Oct ti ban 
I have prey yail'd_ thei Force. mall join with all ;; = 
Thoſe faithful Saxons who are ill n 11 
I Your Foes, fierce Offa and, his haughty Ste 
p Secure and inſolent with new Succeſſ . 1 
ODeſpiſe your, Numbers, and inferior Swengehy . 414406 
And may this Nis key with, eaſe become your Etey. . 


Oſwald attends withaut to learn your Pleaſure, ... i r 


Arid bear it to the yaliant Brizaſh, Chiefs, 475 7 
King, The Brizons / Gods! . the Nation * I 
hate.” A 20T 
That Oſwald, t too 4 fem: The Traitor ill 2, heen. 
Avow'd the Slave of Aribert, bis Creature, wy 
His bolom, fawning Paraſite = — No matter; 


= They ſerve the preſent Purpoſe. of, my Heart; 


And 1 will uſe em now. Taught by thy Arts, 90 | 


I will look kindly on the Wretch I lothe, 
And ſmile on him I deſtine to Deſtruction. | 
Bid him approach. 


| [Exit Seofrid, nd Re-enper with oe 
Sec,. The Valiant ald, Sir. TTEDE TL i 
King, Your Friend bas ſpoke: at large your rol Der 
lign, 1 
Vorthy your Courage, 444 your ; Princely Friend, 


-mut; 


By 1 
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By which, the Gods preſerye your;Crown and Love 


4 
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Andhowſoe'er rhe meddling Hand of Chance '/ 
Has ſown th unlucky Seeds of Strife between wo, 
Yet I have ſtill a Brother's' Part in Aribert. , 2 
Nor ſhall any Hand be flow to lead you on, 2 
Till we have driven theſe baughty Inmates wage” | 
And independent ftr d that Sor*reign Right, a0 * 
Which our brave Fathers fought to gain in — 

Oſw. ich honourable Purpofe are we come, * 
With friendly Greeting from the Britons Kin 
And the fair Offer of an equal Peace. 


* \ 


- 


This only he demands; fend back the b oy 
Which late arriy'd with Offa, now your Foe Arb we 
As well ab hit; and ſet your Princely Brother. my 


With the Fair Ethelinda, fafe and free... 
Theſe juſt Conditidns once confirm'd to OY 
2 the Friend of Royal Hengiſt. 


To drive out thefe unkofpitabte Glas,” © * a+ hes 
And leave you peaceful Lord of fruitful Kent, 
The firſt Poſſeſſion of your warlike ether. 
King. In friendly Part, take we his proffer'd Love,, 
Bear this © our ur Signet to the galant Lucius, 
a (Giving his Rivg to Of 
Our Bond and pledge of Peace, which jn full Form 
We will confirm, foon as the preſent Danger 
Is well remo vd, and better Time allows. 
Haſte thou to join our valiant Friends the Brizons z 1 
My faithful Seofrid ſhall ſoon attend you, 
With full Inſtructions for your private March, 
And means of Entrance here; with the. whole Order 
In which we mean't'attack the common Foe. 
Oſu. 1 go, my Lord, and may the Gods befriend us. ¶ Lx 
{The King looks after Oſwald, then turns and walks rw! 
er three times haſtily croſs the Stage. Se, 


al 


[Ex 
u 


Se 


The Royal: ae »; 
Seof. Ha! whence this fuddes Start? tapes} That 
wrathful Frown, 

Your Eyes fierce glancing, 40 your heidi Vage“, 
Now pale as Death, now purpled o'er with Tacks, A 
Give me to know your Paſſſons are at odds 
And your whole Soul is up in "Arms Within. 

King, Oh thou haft read arighr, haft ſeen me dint: 
To thee I have thrown off that Mask 1 wre vn 7h 
And now the ſecret Workings of my Brain, ad 
Stand all reveal'd to thee. I tell rhee, e uk 
There never was a Medley of fuch thinking, 5 oath 
Ambition, Hatred, Miſchief, and Revenge, © "A 
Gather Rke Clouds on Clouds; and then anon, - 
Love, like'a golden Beam of Light,” fhoots thro?, 
Smiles on the doom. and my Heart bonds nth Petar, 
But 'tis no time for Talk. To SI H,, 
My Soldier and ty Servant, oſten try; be J 
Bid him draw out a bundred'choſen Horſe, | | - 
And hold Ta by ar OE e gt 
Let em be all of Courage, well approv'd; 2s 4 
Such 2s dare follow Mberefse- Te, 4 
VW here-e'er this Night, or Fate, d Love ſhall bear me, 
Seof. I haſten to obey vo. But ala? 
Might your old Man have leave to ſpeak bis 5 

King, I read thy Care for me in all thoſe, Fears; 
But be not wiſe too much. OG thou haſt told me 
Love is a baſe, yamanly,' whining Patios. 
This Night 4 mean to prove it, ng adobe bald 
I was, *tis true, nnn 9 IT 
And waited at an aul, abzeſt Diftance, - " 
Reſtrain'd by idle Rules, which ſcornful 3 on 
And ſullen Honour dictate; but no more, 
9! by or Gods, IU ſuffet it no more. 
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.. Seof. Where will this Fury drive enk. 
King. To my Heav'n, 

To Ethelinda's Arms. This very ele 

While the deluded Britons urge our Foes, 

And wreak my Vengeance on the Saxen Offs, 

Amidſt the firſt Diſorder of the Fra, 

'Twill not be hard to ſeize the weeping Fair; 

And, while che fighting Fools contend in yain, . 

With all the Wings the God of * can lend, 

To bear ber far away. 
Seof. Ha! — whither mean you 

To bend this raſh. (I fear) this tatal Flight > 

| King. Near where the Medway rolls her gentle Waves 

To meet, the Thames i in his Imperial Stream, 

Thou know'ſt I have a Caſtle of ſuch strength, 

As well may ſcorn the Menace of a Siege. 

Thither I mean to bear my lovely Prize, 

And, in Deſpite of all the envious World. 

There riot in her Arms. Zut break we off. '_ 

Haſte to perform, my Orders, and then follow, ; gi 
And ſhare in all the Fortunes of thy Ling [Exit King 

903 ele st Manet Seofrid. Mm! 15-5195 7 
Seof. Fools that we are! to vex the lab'ring Brain, 

And waſte decaying Nature thus with Thought; / 

To keep the weary Spirits waking ſtill, 0 
To goad and drive 'em in eternal Rounds 
Of reſtleſs wracking Care; tis all in vain, © 
1 Blind Goddeſs Chance! heneeforth 1 follow thee. 
1 The Politicians of the World may tall, 
1 May make a mighty Buſtle with their Fore6ght, | 
ö Their Sthenmer and . . 5 Slave. 
* | js yows Seofrid.| 
S008 an; wil 1.21 01-34 $2209 
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8 0 E N E changp m the. OY . 
todes: 280 el; Ne 
[212 Ever dase and Elin 44 
T aback] oper $i 22S $f1 13 4 
Ethel, When this; che laſt of alle our | Days of Sorrow, 
Flies faſt, and haſtebs to fulfil its Courſee 
When the bleſt Hour of Deatb at length s near, 
Why doſt thou mourn? when that good time is nt 
When we ſhall wee p no more, but live for ever: 
In that dear:Pjace, Where no Misfortunes come: bak 
Where Age, and Want, and Sickneſs are not . 
And where this wicked World ſhallceaſe from troubling 
W hen thick deſcending. Angels croud the Air, 
And wait wich, Crowns of Glory to reward us; "7 
Why art thou ſad, my Love, my Lord, my Adder * 
Ari. It comes, indeed, the cruel. Moment comes, 
That muſt divide out faithful Loves for chert eur 
A few ſhoxt Minutes more, and both ſhall periſh, bk - 
Sink to the Place where all things are N.. g 
Our Youth and fair A fections ſhall be barren ; 5 
Sball know no Joys, which other Lovers know: 
Sball leave no Name bebind us, no . 
Only the ſad Remembrance of our Woes, 4.4 
To draw a Tear from each. who reads, que hen 1 A 
And doſt thou ask me wherefore I am fad? 1 
Ethel. 'Tis hard indeed, "tis very hard to part. 
Tho' my Heart grieves to want its Heav'n ſo — 
Pants for its Bliſs, and ſickens with- Dela 
Yet I could be content to live for these, 
Yes, 1 will own thy Image and, . — * 
And intercepts my Journey. to the Star,, 
Calls back the fervent Breathings of my Soul | 
D 2 To_ 
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To Earth and thee; with longing Looks 1 turn, 
Forget my Flight,. and linger here below. 
Ari. Is it decreed, by Heav'n's Eternal Will, 
That none ſhall paſs the golden Gates above, 
But thoſe who ſorrow here? Muſt we be wretched ? 
Muſt we be drown'd in many Floods of Tears, 
To waſh our deep, our inbora Stains away,” © 
Or never ſee the Saints, and taſte their Joys? 
Ethel. The great o'er-ruling Author of our Beings, 
Wl; Deals with his Creature Man in various Ways, 
5 Gracious and good in all; ſome feel the Rod, 
. And own, like us, the Father's chaſt'ning Hand. 
[ Sev'n times, like Gold, they paſs the purging Flame, 
"I And are at laſt refin'd; While gently fome 
"I Tread all the Paths of Life without a Rub, © = 
With Honour, Health, wich Friends and Plenty bleſy'd, 
Their Years roll round in Innocence and Eaſe. 
Hoary at length, and in a good old Age, 
They go declining to the Grave in Peace, 
And change their Pleaſures here for Joys above. 
Ari. To bave ſo many'Bleffings heap'd upon me, 
Tranſcends my Wiſh. I ask d but only thee. 
Give me, 1 faid, but Life and Frhelinda, © © 
Let us but run the common Courſe together, f 
Grow kindly old in one another's Arms, | 
And take us to thy Merey then, good Hare, +. la 
But Heav'n thought that too much. | 
Ethel: If our dear Hopes 
It what we value moſt on Earth, our Loves, 
Are blaſted thus by Death's untimely Hand 3 
If nothing good remains for us below, 
So much the rather let us turn our Thoughts, 
To ſeck beyond the Stars our better Portion; 


6 - 
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That wond'rous BliGs which Heav'n reſeryes in * 


Well to reward us for our Loſſes here; 

That Bliſs which Heav'n, and only Heav'n can give, 
Which ſhall be more to thee than Erhelinda, © 

And more to me——Oh yaſt Exceſs of Happineſs! 
Whereſhall my Soul make room for mote than Fo t 


| Puter Rodogune and Attendants, 
Rodo. if while ſhe lives, ftill I am 40 J to 46. 


Why am 1 cruel to my elf: — No more — 

'Tis fooliſh Piry — How ſecure of Conqueſt | 

The ſoft Enchantreſs looks ! but be at Peace; 

Beat not, my Heart, for ſhe ſhall fall thy N 
Appear, ye Prieſts, ye dreadful holy Men; cot 

Ye Miniſters of the Gods Wrath and mine, 
Appear and ſeize your Sacrifice, this Christian. | 
Bear her to Death, and let her Blood atone | FOI 

For all the Miſchief of her Eyes and Tongue, * w_ | 


The SCENE. draws, and diſcavers "EM 
Part of the Temple. Hire is prepar d on 


one of the Altars, near it are pla d a Rast, 
Ani ves, Axes, and other luſtruments of Tor- 


ture; ſeveral b e as fer or 9 
erifice. - | hy 
4 [ * 't, 74 * 3 
Ari. See — Death comes, 0 ape in all its Ter- 
rors; A 301 11 9s 1 ih 3167980 » fx* 
The Rack, confumiog Siagch, and wounding steck 
Your cruel Triumph had not been cotmpleat, 
Without this Pomp of Horror. Come, begin; 4 


Tear off my Robes; and bind me to the Rack! 


D 3 85 Streich 
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Stretch out my corded Sinews 'till they burſt, > og 
And let your Knives drink deep the flowing, Blood... 
You ſhalt behold how a Prince ought to die, 
And what a Chriſtian dares to ſuffer, 
Ib Guards ſeize Aribert and Ethelinda. 
| off.. Hold! ——— 
The Prince's Fate is yet deferr'd + The Woman 
1s firſt ordain'd to ſuffer. ———— Ere ſte fall 
A Victim to our Gods, ſhe muſt kneel to em, 
Or prove the Torture. | 

Ethel. I diſdain thoſe Gods. 

Offic. Bind her ſtraight, and bear her to the Rack. 

Ari. What her) — Oh mercileſs! 

Ethel. Oh, tay me not, my Love ? with Joy 1 

go. 
To prove the bitter Pains of Death before thee, 
And lead thee on in the triumphant Way. 

Ari. And can my Eyes endure. ĩt! to behold 
Thy tender Body torn } theſe dear, ſoft Arms, 
That oft have wreath'd their ſnowy Folds about me, 

Diſtorted, bent, and broke with rending Pain } 
Oh Rodegune! rend, read in my full Eyes, © 

| More than my Tongue enn ſpeak, ern my 

1L0 ve. 

odo. Aae eee bene but that} 
Thy Love! — oh fatal, curſt, diſtracting Sound! 
No, I will ſteel my Heart againſt thy Pray'r, 

And whiſper to my ſelf with ſullen Pleaſure, 
| The Gods are juſt at length, and thou ſhalt feel 
p Pains, ſuch as I have known. 

| Ari. Let me but die, 
| 

| 


Cut off this hated Obje& Rd 
Rods, Nor that—for know that I can too deny, 


* 


And 


The Royal Convert. 
And make thee mourn my Coldnels and PAs 
No more! I'll hear no more. ty 20 


% 


Ari. They bind her! fee! | + 
See with what Cords they ſtrain her "IS 5 ogg 
Till the red Drops ſtart from theit ſwelling Channel, 
And with freſh Crimſon paint ber dying Paleneſs, 
Oh all ye Hoſt of Heav'n! ye Saints and Ange! 
Ethel, Oh 5 thy Tens and mourn * more foc 
me, 
Nor fear the Weakneſs of my Woman's Soul, 
For I am arm'd, and equal to the Combat. 
In vain they laviſh all their cruel Arts, 
And bind this feeble Body here in van; 
The free, impaſſiye Soul mounts on the Wing. 
Beyond the reach of Racks, and tort'ring Flames, 
And fcorns their Tyramy—.Oh follow ou; 
Be conſtant to the laſt, be fix'd, my Aribert. 
'Tis but a ſhort, ſhort Paſlage to the Stats. 
Oh follow thou! Nor let me want thee long, 
And ſearch the bliſsful Regions round i in her wat 


Fe un Mee, 
| . Offi. 1 Royal Maid, and take to Wag" 2k 
The King with ſudden Fury ſallies forth, 
And drives our utmoſt Guards with foul Confuſion, 
Rode. The King! What Frenzy brings the Madman 
on 
Thus headlong to his Fate ? — But let bim come, 
His — ſhall fill my Trium ph — Wealth and Ho- _ 


The nobleft, bet Reward, Mall wa the an, 
Whole lucky Sword ſhall take his hated Head. 


- : , * 
. * 1 
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Enter @ ſecond Officer bis Sword draws. 
Second Offic. Hengift is here; he, bears down all be- 


fore him: 
The Britons too have join'd their Arms to his, 
And this way bend their Force. 
Rodb. Fly to my Brother, ; [To her Attendant. 
And call him to our Aid. 


[Shout within, and claſhing of Sword, 
King within] Slave, give me way, 
Or I will tear thy Soul, 
Sold. within,Y You paſs not here. | 
Seof. within.] What, know'ſt won not the King — 
oh curſed Villain! + * 


Enter the Xing wounded, Seofrid, Oſwald and Soldiers, 
with their Swords drawn. Oſwald runs to Aribert. 


Seof. Perdition on his Hand you bleed, my Lord! 
Xing. My Blood aan can I Janguiſh 
now 4 6.51851 el. 
$0 near my Wiſh— Land: me 0 ny old Seofrid, - 
To bear me to het Ha! bound to the Rack! 
Mercilefs Dogs —— ye moſt pernicious Slaves! p | 
And ftand ye ſtupid, haggard and amaz'd! 38 
Fly ſwift as Thought, and fet her free this Moment, 
Or by my injur'd Love, a Name more facred 
Than all your Function knows, 1 * Gods and you, 
Your Temples, Altars, and your painted Shrines, 
Tour holy Trumpery ſhall blaze together. © 
[They unbind Ethelinda. 
Rod. 'Tis vain to rave and cutſe my Fortune now, 
Thou native Greatneſs of my Soul befriend me; 
And help me now to bear it as I ought. 


King 
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Xing. The feeble Lamp of Life ſhall lend its Blaze, 
To light me-—thus far- only and no farther. 
kling at Echelinda's 
Yet 1 look up, and gaze on thoſe bright — 
As if 1 hop'd to gather Heat from thence, 

Such as might feed che vital Flame for ever,. . ä je. 
Ethel. Alas?” you * your haſty * comp 
ſhort, _ 

And the red Stream - from 3 
Call back your Thoughts from each deluding ae. 
And wing your parting Soul for her laſt Flight; 

Call back your Thoughts to all your former Days, 
To ev'ry untepented Act of Evil; Ibn i ITS 
And ſadly deprecate the Wrath Diviaa, . ** 

Eig. Oh! my fair Teacher, you adviſe in vaia : 

The Gods and 1 have done with one another.. 
This Night 1 meant to riyal thera in Happineſs.) // 7 
Spite of n my Brother, and thy cruel Coldneſs, 
This Night! 1 meant have pal withia thy Arms. . p 

© Ethel. "Oh! Horror! n 4; ea 
King. But tis gone: Thoſe ie Gods 
Have done their worſt, and blaſted all my Hopes; 
They have defpoil'd me of my Crown and Life. 
By a'Slave*'s Hand but I forgive em chat. 1 
Thee they have robb'd me of my Joys in thee : 
Have trod me down to wither in the Grave. —. 

Seof. My Maſter, and my King! r 
King. Old Man, no more: 

1 have not Leiſure for thy Grief · ( Farewel- 
Thou, Aribert halt live, and wear my Crown ---, 
Take it, and'be as curſt with it as I wa. 
But Ethelinds, ſhe too ſhall be thine: | 
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That— that's too much. | This World has nothing 
in it 
80 good to ye. —che next may have. know not — 
lbs King dies, 
Ari. There fled the fierce, untam'd, diſdainful Sou 
Turn thee from Death, and riſe, my gentle Love 4 
A Day of Comfort ſeems to dawn upon us, _ 
And Heav'n at length is gracious to our Wilkes, 
Ethel. So numberleſs have been my daily Fears, 
And ſuch the Terrors of my ſleepleſs Nights, 
That ſtill, methinks, I doubt Cyncertain ee 
Tho“ at the Mufick of thy Voice, I own, 
My Soul is huſht, it ſinks i into a Calm, 
And takes ſure Omen of its Peace from thes. 
Oſt. To end your Doubts, Jour Brother, the brave 
Lari, Ii Ethelinda. 
Will ſoon be here: Ew'n now he ſeqds, me Word, * 
Fierce Offa and his Saxons fly before kim 55 
The conqu'ring Brirons fence you round from Danger, 
And Peace and Safety wait upon your Loves, | 
Ari, Nor you, fair yl frown upon our Hap- 
c "pines," 
Scill ſhall my grateful Heart retain | your Goodneſs, | 
And ſtill be mindful of the Life you gave. 
Nor muſt you' think your ſelf a Pris'ner here Ky 
Wheneer you ſhall appoint, a Guard attends, \ 
To wait you to your Brother's Camp with Honour. 
Kodo, Yes, I will go; fly, far as Earth can bear me, 
From thee, and from the Face of Man for ever. 
Curſt be your Sex, the Cauſe of all our Sorrows z | 
Curſt be your Looks, your Tongues, and your falſe 
Arts, 
18 cheat our Eyes, and wound our eaſy Hearts ; ; 
Cue 
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Curſt may you be.for all che Pains you give, 
And for the ſcanty Pleaſiires we. receive; * 
Curſt be your brutal Pow! r, your tyrant 7. * 
By which you'bend, and farce us to obey... 
Oh Nature! partial Goddeſs, let thy Hand | 
Be juſt for once, and equal the ee 
Let Woman once be Miſtreſs in her „„ 
Subdue Mankind beneath her haughty Stern, 2 
And ſmile! to ſee the proud. Oppreſſor mourn. - 1 * 
Exit Rodogune. 
Oſw. The Winds ſhall ſeater all thoſe idle Curſes. - 
Far, far away from you, while ey'ry, Bleſſing - - 
Attends to crown you. From your happy * A 
From Royal Aribert, of Saxon Race, 
Join'd to the Faireſt of the Britiſh Dames, 
Methinks I read the Peoples future Happineſs ; 
And Britain takes its Pledge of Peace from you. 
Ethel, Nor are thoſe pious Hopes of Peace in vain, 
Since 1 have often heard a holy Sage, 
A venerable, old, and Saint-like Hermit, 
With Viſions often bleſt, and oft in Thought | 
Rapt to the higheſt, brighteſt Seats aboye, F 
Thus, with Divine, Prophetick Knowledge fill'd, 
Diſcloſe the Wonders of the Times to come. 
Of Royal Race a Britiſh Queen ſhall riſe, 
Great, Gracious, Pious, Fortunate and Wiſe , 
To diſtant Lands ſhe ſhall extend her Fame, - 
And leave to latter Times a mighty Name: 
Tyrants ſhall fall, and faichleſs Kings ſhall bleed, | 
And groning Nations by her: Arms be freed. 
But chief this happy Land her Care ſhall prove, 
And find from her a more than Mother's Love. 
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From Hoſtile Rage ſhe ſhall preſerve i it free, oY | 


Safe in the Compaſs of her ambient Sea: '4 
Tho' fam'd her Arms in many a cruel Fight, 
Yet moſt in peaceful Arts ſhe ſhall delight, 
And her chief Glory ſhall be to UNIIꝑ. 


Pifts, Saxons, Angles, ſhall no more be kama, . 


Rut Briton be the noble Name alone. 3 
With Joy their ancient Hate they ſhall forgo, | 
While Difcord hides her baleful Head below: 
Mercy, and Truth, and Right ſhe ſhall maintain, 
And ey'ry Virtue croud to grace her Reign: 
Auſpicious Heay'n on all her Days ſhall ſmile, 
And with 2 Unron bleſs her "I Ine. 
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TO "RES. 
Grace the DUKE of Queensberry 
and Dover, Marquiſs of Bever- 
1 


HAVE lain under the 
. Grace s Fant, and 
nothing has been more in my Wiſhes, 
than that I might be able to diſcharge 
i ſome Part, at leaſt, of ſo large a Debt. 
— But your Noble Birth and Fortune, the 
Power, Number, and Goodneſs of thoſe Friends You 
have already, have placed Yow in ſuch an In 
on the reſt of the World, that the Services I am able 
to r to Vour Grace can never be — 45 
am ſure not neceſſary, to You in any Part of your Life. 
However, the next Piece of Gratitude, and the only one 
I am capable of, is the Acknowledgment of what I owe: 
And as this is the moſt publick, and indeed the only 
Way I have of doing it, Your Grace will pardon me if I 
take this nity to let the World know the Duty 
and Honour I had for Your IIluſtrious Father. It is, I 
muſt confeſs, a very tender Point to touch upon; and at 
the firſt Sight may ſeem an ill choſen Compliment, to 
renew the Memory of ſuch a Loſs, eſpecially to a Diſ. 


DEDICATION. 
poſition ſo ſweet and gentle, and to a Heart ſo ſenſible of 
filial Piety as Your Grace's has been, even ſrom Your 
earlieſt Childhood. But perheps this is one of thoſe 
Griefs by which the Heart may be made better; and if 
the Remembrance of his Death bring Heavineſs along 
with it, the Honour that is paid to his Memory by all 
good Men, ſhall wipe away thoſe Tears, and the Ex- 


ample of his Life ſet before Your Eyes, ſhall be of the 


1 Advantage to Vour Grace in the Conduct and 
uture Diſpoſition of Your Own,” © 
In a Character ſo amiable as that of the Duke of 
Queenſberry was, there can be no Part ſo proper to begin 
with, as that which was in him, and- is in all good 
Men, the Foundation of all other Virtues, either Reli- 
gious or Civil, I mean Good-natur2: Good - nature, 
which is Friendſhip between Man and Man, Good- 
breeding in Courts, Charity in Religion, and the true 
Spring of all Bene ficence in general. This was a Quality 
he poſſeſs'd in as great a Meaſure as any Gentleman [ 
ever had the Honour to know. It was this natural 
Sweetneſs of Temper, which made him/the beſt Man in 
the World to live with, in any Kind of Relation. It 
was this made him a good Maſter to his Servants, a good 
Friend to bis Friends, and the tendereſt Father to hi; 
Children. For the laſt, I can have no better Voucher 
than Vour Grace; and for the reſt, I may appeal to all 
that have had the Honour to know him. There was a 
Spirit and Pleaſure in his Converſation, which always en- 
liven'd the Company he was in; which, together with 
a certain Eaſineſs and Frankneſs in his, Diſpoſition, that 
did not at all derogate from the Dignity of his Birth and 
Character, rendered him infinitely agreeable. And as 
no Man had a more delicate Taſte of natural Wit, his: 
Converſation always abounded in Good-humdutrt. 
For thoſe Parts of his Character which related to the 
Pablick, as he was a Nobleman of the firſt Nank, and a 
Miaiſter of State, thzy will be beſt known by the great 
Employ ments he paſt through; all which he diſcharged: 
worthily as to himſelf, juſtly to the Princes who employr! 
ed him, and advantageouſly for his Country. - Theres 
1 Ki no 
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DEDICATION 
no Occaſion to enumerate his ſeveral Employments, as 

of Wl Secretary of State for Scotland in particular, for Britain in 
ur general, or Lord High Commiſſioner of Scotland; which 
le ſaſt Office he bore more than once; but at no Time more 
if Lonourably, and (as I hope) more happily, both for the 
8 preſent Age, and for Poſterity, than when he laid the 
ul Foundation for the Britiſſ Union. The Conſtancy and 
X- I Addreſs which he manifeſted on that Oecaſion, are 11 
freſh in every Body's Memory ; and perhaps” when our 
1d Children ſhall reap thoſe Benefits from that Work, 
; which ſome People do not foreſee and hope for now, they 
0: may remember the Duke of 2zeenſberry with that Grati- 


. tude, which ſuch a Piece of Service done to his Country * 
94 deſerves. 020070” EST IRS ED TS 18 
li He ſhewed upon all Occaſions a ſtrict and immediate 
Ty Attachment to the Crown; in the legal Service af which, 
d- no Man cbuld exert himſelf more dutifully bor more Ie 
ue nuouſ lu: And at the fame Time na Man gave more 
ry bald and more generous Evidences of the Love he bore to- 
* his Country. Of the latter, there can be no better Proof 


than the Share he had in the late happy Revolution; 
in nor of the former, than that dutiful Reſpect, and un- 


& baten Fidelity, which he preſerved for her preſent Ma- 
bi jeſty, even to his laſt Moments. | 


With ſo many good and great Qualities, it is not at all 
ſtrange that he poſleſs'd ſo large a Share, as he was 
known to have, in the Eſteem of the Queen, and her im- 
mediate Predeceſſor ; nor that thoſe great Princes ſhould 
repoſe the higheſt Confidenee-in him: And at the ſame 
Time, what a Pattern has he left behind him for the No- 
bility in general, and of Your Grace in particular to 
copy aſter |! | 

Your Grace will forgive me, if my Zeal for your Wel- 
tare and Honour (which no Body has more at Heart than 
myſelf) ſhall preſs You with ſome more than ordina 
Warmth to the Imitation of Your noble Father's Virtues. 
You have, my Lord, many great Advantages, which 
may encourage You to go on in Purſuit of this Reputa- 
tion; it has pleaſed God to give You naturally that 
Sweetneſs of Temper, which, as I have before hinted, is 

| the 


\ 
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- _ the Foundation of all good Inclinations. You have the 


Honour to be born, not only of the greateſt, but of the 
beſt Parents; of a Gentleman generally belov'd, and ge- 
nerally lamented ; and of a Lady adorned with all Virtues 
that enter into the Character of a good Wife, an ad- 
mirable Friend, and a moſt indulgent Mother, The na- 
tural Advantages of Your Mind, have been cultivated: by 
the moſt proper Arts and Manners of Education. You 
have the Care of many noble Friends, and eſpecially of 
an excellent Uncle, to watch over You in the Tender- 
neſs of Your Youth. You ſet out amongſt the firſt of Man- 
kind, and I doubt not but your Virtues will be equal to 
the Dignity of Your Rank. 

That I may live to ſee your Grace eminent for the 
Love of your Country, for Your Service and Duty to 
your Prince, and, in convenient Time, adorned with all 
the Honours that have ever been conferred upon Your 
Noble Family : That you may be diſtinguiſhed to Poſte- 
rity, as the braveſt, greateſt, and beſt Man of the Age 
You live in, is the hearty Wiſh, and Prayer of, 


' 


My Lorp, 
Your Grace s moſt Obedient, and 
aff Faithful, Humble Servant, 


-- 
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N. ROW 


PR O- 


0) ed im_s Da EAA kd 45 4 


mY) og AS 


PROLOGUE 


Spoken by on: I 


O night, if you have 8 old BS” 
Well aur; 

A Tal, which fold bn ＋ wa OED a 2 
Hath never fail d of ! yer, 


Let no nice Sir dſpiſe our haplſt Dame, 

Becauſe recording Ballads chaunt her Name: 

Thoſe — 5 ancient Song-Enditers 

dar d mam a Pitch above our modern Writersc 1 

They caserauauſ d in no Romantitk Ditty, - bg 

Sig hing for Phillis's, or Chloe's Pity. 

577 they drew the Fair, a ws ber 2 

And ſung her by her Cbriſt an Name —'twas Jane. 

Our Numbers may be more refin'd than thoſe, | 

But what abe —_— —_—_ we've 130 IF: 

Their Words, no Shuffling, Doub/e-Meaning knew, __ . 

Their Speech was homely, but their Hearts were true. 

In ſuch an Age, Immortal Shakeſpear wwrote, 

By no quaint Rules, nor hampering Criticks taught :) _ 

With rough majeftick Force he nov d the Heart, list 

And gers . and Nature made Amends for Art. 

Our bumb Author does his Steps purſue, 50 3 

He owns le had:the mighty Bari inView © 

And in theſe Scenes has made it more his Care 

To rouſe the Paſſions, than to cham the Ear. 2 

Vt for thofe gentle Beaux who Ive the Chime, | 
Erd of 42s Hill jingle into Rhime. _ | : 

K. The Ladies too, he "he awill not complain, 3 


—_— _— —— — — 
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Here are ſome Subjects for a ſofter Strain, 
A Nymph forſaken, and a perjur'd Swain. | 
What moſt he fears, is, lefl the Dames ſhould frown, 
— Dames of Wit and Pleaſure about Town, 
5 fe: F Pure drawn, unlike their un. 

t left that Error ſhould provoke to Fury 
The "OY Hundred; of Old Drury, 

2 


Lord Haſtings. 


Bellnour. 


PROLOGUE. 


He hid me ſay, in our Jane Shore's Defence, | 
She dol'd about the charitable Pence, ; d 
Built Hoſpitals, turn d Saint, and dy'd long fince. 

For her Example, aubatſoe er we make it, 

They have their Choice to let albne, or take it. 

Tho" few, as I conceive, will think it meet, 
To weep Jo ſorely for a Sin ſo feoveet : © 

Or mourn and mortify the pleaſant Senſe, 

To riſe in Tragedy two Ages hence. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Duke of Ger. 


Cateſby. hi 
Sir Richard Ratclif. MY 


Dumont. 


Alicia. © 
T ane Shore. 


Several Lords of the Council, Guards, and Attendant 
SCENE, "LONDON. 
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ACT l. SCENE 5 
SCENE che aer. Dan 


Enter the Duke of Gloſter 97 Richard nene, 1 
Cateſby, y. | 


GLOSTER, zu ; 


I ht qu n our Coun- 
2 ert ins F 12 
And each Event has anſwer's t n 
With ;. 1 4: | [ 
The Queen and all her upſtare Race ar 
aelFd : I! L 1137 £217.28 


Fer this lies ſhorter by the Head at Pomfret. 
The Nobles have with joint Concurrence named me 
Protector of the Realm: My Brother's Children, 
Young Edward and the little Tori, are lodg d 
Here, ſafe within the —_— How ſay you, Sirs, 

2 


— 2 


— 


— 2 


— 
— — — 


| * — 
= 8 — —— — —— 
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For me; 
I'own 25 
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Does not this Buſineſs wear a lucky Face? 
The Scepter and the Golden Wreath of Royalty 
Seem hung within my Reach. 
Ratcl. Then take em to you, 
And wear em long and worthily ; you are 
The laſt remaining Male of Nie! York: 
{For Edward's Boys, the State eſteems not of em. 
And therefore on your Soverei ant Rule, 
The common Weal does her nce male | 
And leans upon your Highnels' able Hane. 
Cat. And yet To-morrow does the Council meet 
To fix a Day for Edward's Coronaticn. 
Who can exons this Riddle ? 
G. That can I. 
Thoſe Lords are each one my approv'd good Friends. 
Of ſpecial Truſt and Nearneſs to my Boſom ; 
And howfoever bufy they may feem, 
And diligent to buſtle in the State, 
Their Zeal goes on no further than we lead, 
And at our Bidding ſtays, | 
Cat. Yet there is one, 
And he amongſt the foremoſt in his Fower, 
Of whom I wiſh your Highneſs were aſſur d: 
rhaps it is wy Nature's Fault, 
bt of his inclining much. 
GHH. 1 gueſs the Man at whom your Words wou'd 


point : 


Haſt ing 


'. Cat. Fhe fame. 


Gh. He bears me great good Will. | 
Cat. Tis true to you, as to the Lord ProteAor, 
And Ghfter's Duke, he bows with lowly Service: 
Bat were he bid to cry, God fave King Richard, 
Then tell me in what Terms he would reply. 
Believe me, I have prov'd the Man, and found him. 
I know he bears à moſt religious Reverence | 
To his dead Maſter Edward's Royal Memory, 
And whither that may lead him, is moſt plain. | 
Yet more One of the Rubborn Sort he is, 
Who, if they once grow fond of an Opinion, go 
190 | a e 
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They call it Honour, Honeſty, and Faith, '- -; 
And ſooner part with Life than let it go. 
Ghft. And yet this tough im cable Heart 
Is govern'd by a-dainty-finger' Wes” bY 
Such Flaws are found in the moſt — 2 Natures: 0 
A laughing, toying, wheedling, whimpering ſhe,” ., | 
Shall make him amble on a Goſſip's Meme. uc 
And take the Diſtaff with a Hand as Wees 1 
As e' er did Hercules. 8 $31 9 
Ratel. The fair Alicia, tele: ba! 
Of noble Birth and exquiſite of Feature, 
Has held him long a Vaſſal to her Beauty. 
Cat. I fear, he fails in his Allegiance there : 
Or my Intelligence is falſe, or elſe 
The Dame has been too laviſh of her Fea,” tt 3 
And fed him till he loaths. Aer! An 
GH. No more, he comes. | 144 H 
Enter Lord H ings. 464 ward 
L. Haft. Health and ng of enge D 
Attend upon your Grace. 1 | 
Ghlft. My good Lord 8 > oral 
We're much beholden to your gentle Friendſhip. .. 
L. Haft. My Lord, I come an humble Suitor to you. 
Ghft. * _ good Time. Speak out your Mae 
reely ed bn 
L. Haſt. I am to move your Highnes i in Behalf 
Of Shore's 2 Wife. rr I 
Glft. Say you, of Shore ? 
L. Haft. Once a bright Star that held her . on 
__» highs + 
The firſt * faireſt of our Exgliſs Dames, 
While Royal Edward held the Sov'reign Rule. 
Now ſunk in Grief, an4 pining with Deſpair. , 
Her waining Form no longer ſhall incite 
Envy in Women, or Deſire in Man. 
She never ſees the Sun, but thro' her Tears, 
And wakes to ſigh the live-long Night away. | 
Chi. Marry | the Times are badly chang'd with her 
From Edward's Days to theſe. Then all was Jollity, 
Fealting and Mirth, light Wantonneſs and Laughter, - 
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Piping and Playing, Minſirelſy and M i{quing; 
, rl Life fled From us like « idle 2 
A Shew of Mommery without a Meaning. 
My Brother, Reſt and Pardon to his Soul, 
Is gone to his Account, for this his Minion. 
The Revel-rout is done But you were ſpeaking 
Concerning her have been told that you 

Are frequent in your Viſitation to her. 

L. Haft. No farther, my good Lord, than friendly Pity 
And tender-hearted Charity allow. 

Ghft. Go to: I did not mean tochide you for it. 
For, ſooth to ſay, I hold it noble in you 
To cherifh the Diftreſs'd-——On with your Tale. 

L. Haft. Thus it is, gracious Sir, that certain Officers 
Uſing the Warrant of your mighty Name, 

With Inſolence unjuſt, and lawleſs Power, 
Have ſeiz' J upon the Lands} which late ſhe held 
By Grant from her great Maſter Edward's Bounty. 

G. Somewhat of this, but ſlightly, have I heard, 
And tho' ſome Counſellors of forward Zeal, 
Some of moſt ceremonious Sanctity, 

And bearded Wiſdom, often have provok d 
The Hand of Juſtice to fall heavy on her: 
Vetfſtill in kind Compaſſion of her Weakneſs, 
And tender Memory of Edward's Love, 
I have with-held the mercileſs ſtern Law 
From doing Outrage on her helpleſs Beauty. 
L. Hey Good Heav'n, who renders Mercy back for 


With open-handed Bounty ſhall re-pay you : 

This gentle Deed ſhall fairly be ſet foremoſt, 

To ſcreen'the wild Eſeapes of lawleſs Paſſion, 

And the long Train of Frailties Fleſh is Heir to. 
Ghfl. Thus far, the Voice of Pity pleaded only: 

Our farther and more full Extent of Grace 

Is given to your Requeſt. Let her attend, 

And to ourſelf deliver up hex Griefs, © 

She ſhall be heard with Patience, and each Wrong 

At full redreſt. But I have other News 

Which much import us both, for ſtill my Fortunes * 


—— 


or 
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GY 3 Our common Foes, | 
The Queen's R our new-fangled Gentry, 

Have fall'n their haughry C Creſtt————That ſor your 
3 1 SThe ae 


8 CENE II. 


An Apartment in Jane Shore's Houſe. 


Eater Bellmour and Dumont. 

Bel. How ſhe has liv'd you've heard my Tale 8 
The reſt your own Attendance in her Family, 

Where I have found the Means this Day toplace you, 

And nearer Obſervation beſt will tell you. | 

See with what ſad and ſober Cheer ſhe comes. 
ELuater Jane Shore. | 

Sure, or I read her Viſage much amiſs, 

Or Grief beſets her hard. Save you, ſair Lady, 

The Bleflings of the chearful Morn be on you. 

And greet your Beauty with its opening Sweets. 

J. Sh. My gentle Neighbour! your good Wiſhes till 
Purſue my hapleſs Fortunes: Ah! Har Belinoar |. 
How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out, 0 
And court the Offices of ſoft Humanity ? 

Like thee reſerve theit Raiment for the Naked, 
Reach out their Bread, to feed the ety ing Orphan, 
Or mix their pitying Tears with thoſe that weep ? 
Thy Praiſe deſerves a better To than mine 
To ſpeak and bleſs thy Name. Is this the . 
Whole friendly Service you commended to me Fi. 

Bel. Madam! It is. | r 

J. Sb. A venerable Aſpet} 1 2214 14k 
Age ſits with decent Grace 95 his Viſage, | 
And worthily becomes his Silyer Locks ; 

He wears the Marks of many Years well ſpent, 
Of Virtue, Truth well try'd, and wiſe Experience: 


A Friend like this, would ſuit my Sorrow. well. 

Fortune, I fear me, Sir, has meantyow ill, [e 

Who pays your Merit with that ſcanty Eittance, * 
hich my poor Hand and humble Roof can give. 
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But ee theſe golden Vantages, i 
Which elſewhere you might ſind, expect to meet 

A juſt Regard and Value for your Worth, 

The Welcome of a Friend, and the free Partnerſhip 
Of all that little Good the World allows me. 

Dum. You over-rate me much; and all my Anſwer 
Muſt be my futu:e Truth; let that ſpeak for me, 
And make up my deſerving, © 

J. Sh. Are you of England? 

Dum. No, gracious Lady, Flanders claims my Birth, 
At Antwerp has my conſtant Biding been, 

Where ſametimes I have known more plenteous Days, 
Than thoſe which now my failing Age affords. f 
J. Sh. Alas! at Antwerp! —Oh forgive my Tears! 


W | [eeping. 
They fall for my Offences——and muſt fall 
Long, long, e'er they ſhall waſh my Stains away. 
You knew perhaps——oh Grief ! oh Shame — my 

Huſband. 1 Tf: 4 

Dum. I knew bim well—but ſtay this Flood of Anguiſh, 
The ſenſeleſs Grave feels not your pious Sorrows : 
Three Years and more are paſt, ſinee I was bid, 
With many'of our common Friends, to wait him 
To his laſt peaceful Manſion. I attended, 
Sprinkled his clay-cold Corſe with holy Drope, 
Accordirg to our Church's rev'rend Rite, 
And ſaw him laid in hallow'd Ground, to reſt. 

J. Sb. Oh! that my Soul had known no Joy but him, 
That I had liv'd within his guiltleſs Arms, | 
And dying flept in Innocence beſide him! 

But now his honeſt Duſt abhors the Fellowſhip, 
And ſcorns to mix with mine. 
| Enter a Servant, 

Serv. The Lady Alicia, | 
Attends your Leiſure. | | | 1650746] 

FJ. Sb. Say I wiſh to ſee her. [Exit Servant. 
Pleaſe, gentle Sir, one Moment to retire, _ 
I'll wait you on the Inſtant ; and inform you 
Of each unhappy Circumſtance, in which 


Your 
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Your friendly Aid and Counſel much may ſtead me. 
LZ rem Bellmour and Dumont. 
uu Alicia. | 
Alic. Still, my fair Friend, fill ſhall I find you thus ? 
Still ſhall theſe Sighs heave after one another. [3G 
Theſe trickling Drops chaſe one another &ill,/ 
As if the poſting Medſenger of Grief, 
Could overtake the Hours fled far away, 
And make old Time come back 0 * 
7. Sb. No, my Alicia, a: 2 
Heaven and his Saints be witneſs to my Though, - E 
There is no Hour gf all my Life oer · paſt, 
That I could wiſh ſhould fake its Turn again. 
. A EN IAEY Pried has | 
nown, 
1 Some of thoſe Years might for ones, | 
| At leaſt, ares, prom 27157 n 
What could we wiſh, we ae is in Empire, 
- | Whoſe Bꝛauty is our Sov*reign Good, and gives us. 
Our Reaſons to rebel, and Pow'r to reign, 1 
What could we more than to behold a Monarch, \ © 
Lovely, Renown'd, a — and Young, 
Bound in our Chains, and ghing at our Tes 0 ſ 
7. S5. "Tis true, the Royal Tartan, Wander, g 
. 48520 
He was the very Joy of all that ſa him, rhe 
Form'd to delight, to love, and to perſuade. - | 
Impaſſive Spirits, and angelick Natures © | 
Might have been charm d, like yielding human Wea 


neſs, 

Stoop'd from their Heay' n, and lend 0 his mig 

But what had I to do with Kings and Courts? ? 

My humble Lot had caft me far beneath im: 124 

And that he was the firſt of all Mankind, | 

4 y, was my ' Curſe. 
*, more than Forume joi'd your 

ves; 

or could his Greatneſs, and his gracious. Form, 

ee elſewhere match'd fo well, ales: i prune op 

\nd Beauty of my Friend. 24 
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But yours ſhall charm him long. [ 
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J. $h. Name him no more: 
He was the Ba ne and Ruin of my Peace. 


This Anguiſh and theſe Tears, theſe are the Legacies 


His fatal Love has left me. Thou wilt ſee me, 
Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſee, 

F'er yet a few ſhort Days paſs o'er my Head, 
Abandon'd to the very utmoſt Wretchedneſs. 
The Hand of Pow'r has ſeiz d almoſt the whole 
Of what was left for needy Life's Support : 
Shortly thou wilk behold me poor, and kneeling 
Before thy charitable Door for Bread. 

Alic. Joy of my Life, my deareſt Shore, forbear 
To wound my Heart with thy foreboding Sorrows, . 
Raiſe thy ſad Soul to better Hopes than theſe, 
Lift up thy Eyes, and let 'em ſhine once more, 
Bright as the Morning Sun above the Miſts. 

Exert thy Charms, ſeek out the ſtern Protector, 
And ſooth his ſavage Temper with thy Beauty : 
Spite of his deadly unrelenting Nature, | 

He ſhall be mov'd to pity and redreſs Thee. | 

F. Sb. My Form, alas ! has long forgot to pleaſe: 
The Scene of Beauty and Delight is chang'd;, 
No Roſes bloom upon my fading Cheek, 

Nor laughing Graces wanton in my Eyes : 
But haggard Grief, lean-looking fallow Care, 
And pining Diſcontent, a rueful Train, 
Dwell on my Brow, all hideous and forlorn. 
One only Shadow of a Hope is left me: 
The noble-minded Haſtings, of his Goodneſs, 
Has kindly underta'en to be my Advocate, 
And move my humble Suit to angry Ger. 

Alic. Does Haſtings undertake to plead your Cauſe ? 
But wherefore ſhould he not? Haſtingt has Eyes; 
The gentle Lord has a right tender Heart, 
Melting and eaſy, yielding to Impreſſion, | 
And catching the ſoft Flame from each new Beauty: 


FJ. Sb. Away, you'Flatterer ! 
Nor charge his gen'rous Meaning with a Weakneſs, | 
Which his great Soul and Virtue muſt diſdain.” 


Tu 


The gentle 
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Too much of Love thy hapleſs Friend has 3 

Too many giddy fooliſh Hours are gone, 4 

And in fantaſtic Meaſures danc'd away: 

May the remaining few know only Friendſhip.” 

So thou, my deareſt, trueſt, beſt Alicia, 

Vouchſafe to lodge me in thy gentle Heart, 

A Partner there: I will give up Mankind, 

Forget the Tranſports of i Paſhon, . 

And all the Pangs we feel for its Decay. | 
Alic. Live! live and reign for ever in my Boſorn.. | 


OI | 
Safe and unrivall'd there poſſeſs thy Cm: 
And you, ye brighteſt of the Stars above, . 
Ve Saints that once were Women here — « 
Be Witneſs of the Truth, the holy Fri i 
Which here to this my other ſelf I vow, 
If I not hold her nearer to my Soul, 
Than ev'ry other Joy the World can give, 
Let Poverty, Deformity and Shame, 
Diſtraction and Deſpair ſeize me on Earth, + 
Let not my faithleſs Ghoſt have Peace n | 
Nor taſte the Bliſs of your celeſtial. Fellowſhip. -» : 
J. S. Yes, thou art true, and only thou art true: 
Therefore theſe Jewels, once the laviſh Bounty | 
Of Royal Edward's Love, I truſt to thee : LG ” 
Giving a Caſtet. 
Receive this all, that I can call my . 
And let it reſt unknown, and ſafe with thee : 
That if the State's Inj uſtice ſhould oppreſs me, 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a Wanderer, 
My Wretchedneſs may find Relief from as 
And Shelter from the Storm. 
Alic. My all is thine ; 
One common Hazard ſhall attend us both, 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But let thy fearful doubting Heart be fill, 
The Saints and Angels have thee in their Charge, 
And all — ſhall be well. Think not, the good, 
s of Mercy thou haſt done, 
3 Shall 
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Shall die al ; the Poor, the Pris'ner, 
The Fatherleſs, the Friendleſs, and the Widow, 
Who daily ownthe Bounty of thy Hand, . 
Shall cry:to'Heav'n, and pull a Blefling on thee ; | 
Ev'n Man, the mercileſs Inſulter Man, 
Man, who rejoices in our Sex's Weakneſs, 

| Shall pity thee, and with unwonted Goodnefs, | 
Forget thy Failings, and record thy Praiſe.  - 

Sb. Why ſhould I think chat Man will do for me 
| What yet * Wretches like me? 
Mark by what partial Juſtice we are judg'd : 

Such is the Fate unhappy Women find, 
And ſuch the Curſe intaild upon our Kind, 
1 That Man, the lawleſs Libertine, may rove. 
nn Free and unqueſtion'd through the Wilds of Love : 
| | While Woman, Senſe and Nature's eaſy Fool, 
| 
l 


If poor weak Woman ſwerve from Virtue's Rule. 
If ſtrongly charm'd, ſhe leave the thorny Way, 
And in the ſofter Paths of Pleaſure firays -. © 
Ruin enſues, Reproach aud endleſs Shame, 
And one falſe Step entirely damns her 
In-vain with Tears the Loſs ſhe ma _ PI 
In vain look back to what ſhe was before, Ry 
She ſets, like Stars that fall, to rife no more. 
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The drowſy Ni t grows on the World, and . 
The buſy C en and o'erlabour'd Hind, i: x 
Forget the Travail of the Day in Seeg = 
Care only wakes, and moping Penfiveneſs z“ 
With meagre diſrontented Looks they ft. 1 
And watch the waſting of the Midnight Tipe... » ba,” 
Such Vigils muſt I keep, ſarwaltes my Saul, 
Reſtleſs and ſelf-tormented ;-Qh W "ol | 
Thou haſt deſtroy'd my Peace. * vue, 
What Noiſe is that? 
What Viſitor is this, who with bold Fyreddan - 
Breaks in u r * 5b 0 
With ſyeh 9 Wy 1 : 208 0W3" 10 
Enter a 1238 20 Hb bib 
Serv. One from the Court, e A A.. 
Lord Haſtiags (as I think) demands my Lad. 
Ate, — Be ſtill my Heart, n 
m . 
With his own Arte: Wich Fallhood-——But be comes. 2 
Euter Lor Haſtings. 1 
Sell v0 ord ' : [Spraks we Semana ering. 
Haß. Diſmiſsmy Train, and wait alone wich. 
A r n K 7 


= * 
. 
But 
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But, be it as it may. 
Ac. When humbly, thus, 
The Great deſcend to viſit the Afflicted,. 
When thus unmindful of their Reſt they come 
Co —_ the prone ot the midnight Mourner : 
mfort comes with them, like the Galden Sun, 
E ls che ſullen Shades with $a en a 
chears the melancholly Houſe of Care. 
L. Haft. "Tis true, I would not over-rate a Courteſy, 
Nor let the Coldneſs of Delay hang on it, 
To nip and blaſt its Favour, like a Froſt : 
But rather choſe, at this late Hour, to come, 
That your fair Friend may know have prevail'd: 
The Lord Protector has receiv'd her Suit, 
And means to ſhew her Grace. . © 2 
Alic. My Friend ! my Lord. | 
L. Ha. Ves, Lady, er None has a Right more 
ample 
To aſk my Pow'r than you. . 
Alic. I want the Words, 34 
To pay you back a Compliment ſo courtly-: ?: 
But my Heart gueſſes at the friendly , 
And wo' not die your Debtor. | 
L. Hat. Tis well, Madam. 
But I would ſee your Friend. 
Alice. Oh thou falſe Lord ! 
I wou'd be A Rok of my heaving Heart, 
Stifle this riſin ge, and learn from thee 
To dreſs my Per ce in eaſy dull Indifference: | 
But *two'not be, my Wrongs will tear their Way, 
And rufh at once upon the. 
L. Haft. Are you wiſe |! | | 
Have you the Uſe of Reaſon ? Do you lakes 7 
What means this Raving ! this tranſporting Paſſion ? 
 Mlic. O thou cool Traitor! thou inſulting Tyrant, 
Doft thou behold my poor diſtracted Heart.. 
Thus rent with agonizing Love and Rage, 
And aſk me what it mean: ? Art thou not falſe ? 
And I not ſcorn'd, | forſaken and abandon d. 
Left, like a common EY to Shame and lang, 
iv'n 


7 
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Giv'n up to be the Sport of Villains Tongues 
Of nuf king Parafiths, and leud — 8 
And all becauſe my Soul has doated on thee _ | 
With Love, with Truth, and Tenderneſs unutterable? 

Li Haſt. Are theſe the Proofs of Tenderneſs and Love? 
Theſe endleſs Quarrels, Diſcontents, and Jealouſies, 
Theſe never-ceafing Wailings and Complainings, 

Theſe furious Starts, theſe Whirlwinds of the Soul, 
Which every other Moment riſe to Madneſs ? _ 

Alic. What Proof, alas! have I not given of Love? 
What have I not abandon'd to thy Arms? * 
Have I not ſet at nought my noble Birth, 

A ſpotleſs Fame, and an unblemiſtt'd Race, 

The Peace of Innocence, and Pride of Virtue ? 

My Prodigality has giv'n thee all; 

And now I've nothing left me to beſtow, © 

You hate the wretched 1 you have made. | 

L. Haft. Why am I thus E. a'd from Place to Place, 

Kept in the View, and eroſs'd at every Turn? 

In vain I fly, and like a hunted Deer, | | 

S ud o'er the Lawns, and haſten to the Covert; 

E'er Jean reach my Safety, you o'ertake me 

With the ſwift Maliee of fome keen Reproach, 

And drive the wirged' Shaft deep in my Heart. 
Alic. Hither you fly, and here. you ſcek*Repoſe: ** 

Spite of the poor Deceit, your Arts are known, | 

Your Pious, Charitable, Midn'ght Viſits. _ 

L. Haff. If you are wiſe, and prize your Peace of Mind, 
Yet take the friendly Counſel of my Love 
Believe me true, nor liſten to your Jealouſy,” \ 
Let not that Devil, which undoes your Sex, ; 
That eurſed Curioſity ſeduce wei. 
To hunt for needleſs Secrets, which neglected, . 
Shall never hurt your Quiet, but once known, 
Shall-fit upon your Heart, pinch it with Pain, 
And baniſh the ſweet Sleep ſor ever from ou. 

Go to be yet advised | 
. 2 N= Scorn 8 0 
reach Patience to my Rage F And bid me tamel ß 
Sit like a poor contented 9 Is 
| U 2 Nor 
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Nor dare to think thou'ſt wrong d me Ruin ſeiae thee, 
And ſwift Perdition overtake thy Treachery | 51 0 
Have I the leaſt remaining Cauſe to doubt? 
Haſt thou.endeavour'd once to hide thy Falſhood ? 
To hide jt, might have ſpoke ſome little Tenderneſs 
And ſhewn thee half unwilling to undo me: | 
But thou diſdain'ſt the Weakneſs of Humanity. 
Thy Words, and all thy Actions, have confeſe d it: 
Ev'n now thy Eyes avow it, now they ſpeak, 
And inſolently own the glorious Villainy. - 
L. Hef. Well then, I own my Heart has 
Chains. | 
Patient I bore the painful Bondage long, | 
Ac length my gen'rous Love diſdains your Tyranny : 
The Bitterneſs and Stiugs of taunting Jealouſy, | 
Vexatious Days, and jarring zoyleſs Nights, | 
Have driv'n him forth to ſeek ſame ſafer Shelter, 
Where he may reſt his weary Wings in Peace. 
Alic. You triumph! do | And with gigantick Pride, 
Defy impending Vengeance. Heaven wink: 
No more his Arm ſhall roll the dre: dfyl_ Thunder, 
Nor ſend his Lightnings forth: No more his Juſtice 
Shall viſit the preſuming Sons of Men, | 
But Perjury, like thine, ſhall dwell in Safety. 
L. uot: Whate'er my Fate decrees from me here- 
„ | 
Be preſent to me now, my better Angel | 
Preſerve me from the Storm which threatens now, 
And if I have beyond Attonement ſinn' d, 
Let any other Kind of Plague o'ertake-me, 
So I eſcape the Fury of that Tongue. 1 22 
Alic. Lond Pray'r is heard —T1 go—but but know, proud | 


Howe'er thou ſcorn'ſt the Weakneſs of my Sex, 
This feeble Hand may fiad the Means to reach thee, 
Howe'er ſublime in Pow's, and Greatneſs plac d, 
With Royal Favour guarded round, and grac d: 

On Eagle's Wings my Rage ſhall urge her Flight, -_ 
And hurl thee headlong from thy topmoſt Height: — 


broke your 
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Then like my Fate, ſuperior will I fit, 
And view theelfull'n, and grov'ling at my Feet; 
See thy laſt Breath with Indignation 
And tread thee ſinking to the Shades low. [.Ex. Alic. 
L. Hafi. How fierce a Fiend isPaſhon ? With what 
: Wildneſs,- 
What Tyranny untam'd, it — — in Woman! 
Unhappy Sex! whoſe eaſy yie ding Temper 
Gives Way to ev'ry Appetite alle: 
Each Guſt of Inclination, uncontroul'd, 
Sweeps thro? their Souls, and ſets chemi in an — 
Each Motion of the Heart riſes to Fury, | 
And Love in their weak Boſoms is a Rage - 
As terrible as Hate, and as deſtructive. | 
So the Wind roars o'er the wide fenceleſs 8 
And heaves the Billows of the boih 
Alike from North, from South, fro ny from Wet, 
With equal Force the Tempeſt blows by Turns 
: From ev'r ev'ry Corner of the Seamen's Ge b 
ſoft ye now——for here comes one diſclaims 
Strife, and her wrangling Train: of equal Elements,. 
Without one jarring Atom was ſhe form'd, 
And Gentleneſs, and Joy, make up her Being, ' 
* Enter Jane Shore. 
Forgive me, Fair-one, if officious Friendſhip 
Intrudes on your Repoſe, and comes thus late, 
To greet you with the Tidings of Succeſs. » 
The princely G/fter has vouchſafd you Hearing, 
To-morow. he expects you at the Court; g 
There plead your Cauſe with never- failing Beauty. 
' Speak all your Griefs, and find a fall Redreſs; % 
| J. Sb. Thus humbly let your lowly Servant bend; 


(Karg. 
Thus let me bow my grate ful Knee to Earth, 
And bleſs your noble Nature for this Goodneſs. 
L. Haſt. * gentle 1 22 you wrong my Meaning 
much, 

Think me not guilty of a Thought ſo vain, 
To ſell my Courteſy for Thanks like theſe. 
J. Sb. Tis true, your Bounty is beyond my Speaking: 

z Bae: 
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But tho' my Mouth be dumb, my Heart ſhall thank you 
And when it melts before the Throne offMerey, 1944 
Mourning, and bleeding, for my paſt Offences, 

My fervent Soul ſhall breath one Prayer for you, 

If Prayers of fuch a Wretch ate heard on high, 

That Heav'n will pay you back, 'when-moſtyon need, 
The Grace and Gobdneis you have ſhewn to me. 

L. Haß. If chere be aught of Merit in ny Service, 
Impute it there where maſt tis due, to Love: 
Be kind, my gentle Miſtreß, to my Wiſties, 

And ſatisfy | | . 

J. Sb. Alas! my — 

L. Haft. Why bend thy Ryes to Earth 2 
Wherefore theſe Lnoks of Heavineſs and Sorrow? 
Why breaths that Sigh, my Lewe? And wherefore falls 
This trickling SbeWr of Tears, to ſtain thy Sweeweſs? 

J. V. If Pity dwells withia your noble Breaſt, 

{As ſure it does) oh ſpeak nat to me thus. Th 
I. Ha,. Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of Love? 
Ev'n now, thus ſadly as thou ſtand'ſt before me, 
Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn,, | - 
Thy Softneſs ſteals upon my yielding Senfes, 
Till my. Soul faints, and fickens with Defire: 
How canſt thou give this Motion to my Heart, 
And bid my Tongue be fil > 

J. Sb. Caft round your Eyes W! 

Upon the High- born Beauties of the Court: 

Behold, like opening Roſes, where they bloom, 

Sweet to the Senſe, unſully'd all and ſpotleſs:- 

There chuſe ſome worthy. Partner of your Heart 

To fill your Arms, and bleſs your virtuous Bed: 

Nor turn your Eyes this Way, where Sin and Miſery, 

Like loathſome Weeds, have over-run the Soil, 

And the Deſtroyer Shame has laid all waſte. | 

L. Haß. What means this peeviſh, this fanta ſlick 

Change? cy | 

Where is thy wonted Pleaſantneſs of Face? 

Thy wonted Graces, and thy dimpled Smiles? 

Where haſt thou loſt thy Wit, and iportive Mirth ? 

That chearful Heart, which us'd to dai ce for ever, 
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291 of Gladneſs all around thee ? - 
ay =, 1 will own 1 mari the Reproach's 
And for "hoſe fooliſh. Days of wanton Pride, | 
My Soul is juſtly humbled to the Duſt: | 
All Tongues, like yours, are.licens'd to 38 me, 
— — libe that abjet Fes, e Ten been. p 
And treat me ve 
Yet let the Saints be Wink e n air 
That now, tho' late, I look with — REY 
Ny peil. es ny i 
M v'n #Y 
| ER Crimes, has ſeen my Sorrow for them. 
L. Hef. No — of this 0 Senf. Tis Time enough 
To whine and mortify 4. — with Penance, 
When the decaying n with 2 
And u tires in her laſt 9 
Then weep and tell thy Beads, when ing Rheums : 
Have ſtainꝰd the Laſtre of thy ſtarry 
And failing Palſies ſhake be thy wither'd Hand. 
The preſent Moments claim more gen rous Uſe: 
Thy Beauty, rab Solitude reproach me, 


For ' having talk'd thus — 2 let me preſs 
[ Laying = 


hold on - 

Pant to thy Boſom, fink into thy Arms, 
And loſe myſelf in the luxurious Fold. 

J. Sb. Never! By thoſe chaſte Lights above, I ſwear, 
My Soul ſhall never know Pollution more: 
Forbear my Lord Here let me rather die, [ Kneeling. 
Let quick Deſtructi on overtake me here, 
And end my Sorrows and my Shame for ever. 

L. Had. Away with this Perverſeneſs,—'tis too much; 
Nay, if you ſtrive tis monſtrous A ffectation. [Strrving. 
1. Sb. Retire ! I beg you leave me F'Y 
Thus to coy it | —— - 

will one whe knows | you too. 
J. Sb. For Mercy's Sake 
L. Haft. — Woman! Is it thus you pay 
My Services? + 

F. $h. Abandon me to 1 

Rather than urge me- 


L. Haft. 
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L. Haſt. This Way to c Chamber, | * 
There if you ſtru * 0 
W Help! Fe * bnd 
e N elp f a | . 
: Enter asser, he i s, oh ; 
8 My Lord ! for Honour Hors col 
L. Hef: Hah! What art thou? Be gone ! 
Dum. My Duty calls ne 
To my Attendance on my Miftreſs here. 


J. SB. For Pity let me 8 
L. Haß. Avaunt! Baſe Groom — 
At Diſtance wait, and know thy O better. 6 
Dum. Forego your Hold, my Lond Pris moſt unmanly 
This Violence 
L. Haff. Avoid the Room this Moment, 
Or I will tread thy Soul out. | 
Dum. Nog my Lord — | 
The common Ties of Manhood call me now, 
And bid me thus ſtand up in the Deſence 
Of an oppreſs d, unhappy, helpleſs Woman. 
L. Haff. And doſt thou bot e, Slave ?- 
Dum. Yes, thou proud Lord : 
F know thee well, know thee with each Advantage, | 
Which Wealth, or Power, or noble Birth can/give*thee; 
I know thee too for Geke ſtains thoſe Honours, 
And blots a long iltuftrious Line of Anceſtty, 
By poorly daring thus to wrong a Woman. 
L. Haft. Tis wondrous well! ' Iſee my Saint like Cr; 
You ſt ind provided of your Braves and Ruffians, | 
To man your Cavſe, and bluſter in your Brothel. 
Dam. Take back the foul Repropey, | unmanner' d 
Railer: 
Nor urge my Rage too far, leſt thou hould'ſt find 
J have as daring Spirits in my Blooded 
As thou, or any of thy Race e' er boaſted: 
And tho' no gaudy itles grae'd my Birth, 
Titles; the ſervile Courtier's lean Reward, 
Sometimes the Pay of Virtue, but more oft 


The Hire which Greatnefs gives to Slaves and Syco- 
me - 
et 
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Yet Heav'n chat made me honeſt, made me more 
Than ever King did, when he made a Lord. 
I. — Inſotene Villain! Henceforth let vp" a 
. [Draws and firikes him 
The Do ien a Peaſant and a Prince. 
Dum. Nay then, my Lord! (drawwng;) Learn you by 
this how well 
An Arm reſolvid can guard its: Maſter's Life. {They l. 
FF * Oh my diſtracting Fears ! hold, for ſweet 
eav'n. 
They f hr, Dumont d/arms Lord Haftings: 
L. Haſt. Confuſion! baffied by a baſe-born Hind |! 


Dum. Now, haughty Sir, where is our Diff rence now? 
Your Life is in my Hand, and did not Honour, + 

The Gentleneſs.of Blood and inborn Virtue 

you) 


(Howe'er unworthy I may feem to 

Plead in my Boſom, I ſhould take the Forfeit. 

But wear your Sword again z and know, a Lord 

Oppos'd againſt a Man is but a Man. 
L. H. Curſe on my facing Hand — 

Has giv'n yon Vantapt een — 

Your I_ On bagght vi Gear Repentance. | 

[ xzt.. 
J. 86 Alzs | what have you dons! Know make 
power, 

The Mightimeſs that waits: apnakis Lord 7 | | 
Dam. Fear not, my worthieſt Miſtreſs ; 'is c. 

In which Heav'h's Guazd ſhall wait you: O 9 

Purſue the ſacred Counſels of your Soul, 

Which urge you on to Virtue ; let not Danger, 

Nor the ineumbriag World make faint your Parpoſe. 

Afiſting Angels ſhalt condu&@ your | 

Bring you to Bliſ, hndecent your Bud wieh Bojan: 0 
J. 8 . Oh that my Head were laid, my ſad Eyes clos'd, 

And my cold Corſe wound in ary Shrowd to ret: 

My rainfel — ih te 

Will never know a Moment's Peane till then. 
Dum. Wou . — | 

Fly from the Courts pern cious Neighbourhood 2  - -- 

Where Innocence is ſham'd, and bluſhing Modeſty 


- 


n — — 
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Is made the Scorner's Jeſt ; where Hate, Deceit, . 
And deadly Ruin, wear the Maſques of Beauty, 
And draw deluded Fools with Shews of Pleaſure. 

J. Sb. Where ſhould I fly, thus helpleſs and forlorn, 
Of Friends, and all the Means of Life bereft? + 

Dum Bellnour, whoſe friendly Care ſtill wakes to 

ſerve you, 
Has found you outa little peaceful Refuge, 
Far from the Court and the tumultuous City. 
Within an ancient Foreſt's ample Verge, f 
There ſtands a lonely, but a healchful Dwelling, 
Bui't for Convenience, and the Uſe of Life : 
Around it Fallows, Meads, and Paſtures fair, 
A little Garden, anda limpid Brook, © 
By Nature's own Contrivance feem-diſpos'd : 
No Ne'ghbours, but a few: poor ſimple Clowns, 
Honeſt and true, with a we!l-meaning Prick : 
No Faction or domeſtick Fury's Rage, 
Did &er diſturb the Quiet of that Place, 
When the contending Nobles ſhook the Land 
With York and Lancaſter's diſputed Sway. © 
Your Virtue there may find a ſaſe Retreat 
From the inſulting Pow'rs of wicked Greatneſs, 

F. Sh. Can there be ſo much Happineſs in Store F\ 

A Cell like that, is all my Hopes aſpire to. 
Haſt then, and thither let us take our Flight, 
E'er the Clouds gather, and the Wintry ory?” 

D-ſcends in Storms to intercept our Paſſage. 

Dum. Will you then go? You glad my very Soul a 
Baniſh your Fears, caſt all your Cares on me: 
Plenty, and Eaſe, and Peace of Mind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter Days of Life moſt happy. 2 3 
Oh, Lady ! but I muſt not, cannot tell youj! +: 11077 5110 
How anxious I have been for-all your Dangers, ö 
And how my Heart rejoices at your Safety. 

So when the Spring renews the flow'ry Field. 

And warns the pregnant Nightingale to bold, y vin 

She ſeeks the ſafeſt Shelter of the Wood,” + W 

Where eh» word 37 _ cuneful Brood: 4: | ns 
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Where no rude Swains her ſhady Cell may know, 
No Serpents climb, nor blaſting Winds may blow: 
Fond of the choſen Place, ſhe views it o'er; | 
Sits there, and wanders thro? the Grove no more: 
Warbling ge charms it each returning Night, - 
And loves it with a Mother's dear D [Exeunt, 
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4 0 III. SCENE © 


* 28 ** 


A "$CENE the ber. 


Eater Alicia with « Pas, 


Ale. HIS Paper, to the great Proteftor's Hand, 
With Care and 7 mult be dal 17 

His bold Ambition now avows its Aim, 

To pluck the Crown from Edward's Infant Brow \ 7 me 

And fix it on his own. I know he holds 

My faichleſs Haffings, adverſe to his Hopes, 

And much devoted to the Orphan Kings, 

On that I buile: This Paper meets hi bts, 

And marks my 2 Rival as the Cauſe 

Of Haſtings Zeal for his dead Maſter's Sons. 

Oh Jealouſy ! Thou Bane of pleaſin e 

Thou worſt Invader of our tender Boſoms: 


of oy 7 i bak 


How does thy Rancour poiſon all our Soſtgeſs ? bers 2 | 


And turn our gentle Natures into Bitterncls ? 
See where ſhe comes! Once my Heart's deareſt bleſſing, * 
Now my chang'd Eyes are blaſted wit, her Beauty, 


Loath that known Face, and ficken to behold her. 


Enter Jane Shore. 
J. Sb. Now whither ſh II 1 fly, to find Relief ? 
What wt. Hand will aid me now ? | 


wit 


| 
4 
| 
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Will ſtay my failing Steps, ſupport my Ruins, 
Aud heal my wounded nn. n 
Oh, my Alicia 

Alic. — new Grief is er | 
What unforeſeen Misfortupe has 77 
That racks thy tender Heart thus? 2 

F. SH. Oh! Dumont ! 

Alic. Say ! What of him? 

J 8h, Fhrt- friendly honeft Man, 
Whom Belhwur brought of late to my Aſiltanee, 
On whoſe kind Cares, whoſe- and Faith, - 
My ſureſt Truſt was built, this very Morn | 
Was ſeiz'd on by the cruel Hand of pow T, 

Forc'd from my Houſe, and bornlaway to Priſon. 

Al. To Priſon, ſaid you! Can you gueſs the Cauſe ? 

FJ. $h. Too well, 1 fear. His bold Defence of me, 
Has drawn the Vengeance of Lord Haſtings on him. 

Alic. Lord Haſtizgs ! Ha! 

F. $h. Some firer Time muſt tell thee 
The Tale of my hard Hap. Upon the 2620087 1 
Hang all my poor, my la * 5 
Within this Paper is my Suit contain A 
Here, as the rincely Ghfter ek forth, 

I wait to give it on my hum Knee, 
And move him for Redrefs. Nie h 
[She gives the Paper to Alicia, ade pens and feems 
to read it. 
Alic. Le.] Now for a Wile, 
To ſting my thoughtlefs Rival to the Det * 
To blaſt her fatal Beauties, and divide her 
For ever from my perjur'd Haſtings Eyes; 
The Wanderer may then look back to me, 
And turn to his forſaken Home again: 
Their Faſhions are the ſame, it cannot fail. p 
[Pulling out the other Paper. 
J. Sy. But ſee the great Protector comes this Way, 
Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers, 
Give me the Paper, Friend. 4 
Alie. L Afide.) For Love and Vengeance/ 
yz ler the other _ 
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be Dake Glaſter, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, Cateſby, 
Pong 2 and other Attendants. 


7. 8b, Ce] © noble db, turn thy gracious 
e, 
g ing Bar m my Complaint, my 


Incline thy pity 

A poor undone, forſaken, helpleſs Woman, 

Intreats a little Bread for Charity, - 

To feed her Wants, — her Life from periſhing. 
Ghft. Ariſe, fair — — — Ho 

ei vin raifng her, 

Beſhrew me, but — of his — 

That could refuſe a Boon to ſuch a Suitrefs. | 

Y have got a noble Friend to be Advocate : : 

A worthy and right gentle he ie, 

And to his Truſt moſt true. This preſent, now, 

Some Matters of the State detain our Leiſure : 

Thoſe once difpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, 

And give Griefs Redreſs. Go to! be comforted. 
J. $h. Heavens repay your 5 for this 


Pity, 

And ſhow'r down Bleflings on your princely Head, 

Come my Alicia, reach thy friendly Arm, 

And help me to ſupport that feeble Frame: 

That nodding totters with oppreſſive Woe, 

And ſinks beneath its Load. (Ex. J Shore and Alc 

Glft. Now by my Holidame ! 

Heavy of Heart ſhe ſeems, and ſore aflited. 

But thus it is when rude Calamity 

Lay its ſtrong Gripe upon theſe mincing Minions ; 

The dainty gew-gaw Forms diſſolve at once, 

And ſhiver at the Shock. What ſays her Paper? - 
[Seeniing to read. 

Ha! What is this ? Come nearer Ratchfe, Cateſby ! 

Mark the Contents, and then divine the ing: 

[He reads.) 

Wonder not, princely G/ofter, at the Notice 

This Paper brings you from a Friend unknown ; 

Lord Haſtings is inclin'd to call you Mafter, 

And — to Richard, as to England's King, 

But Shore's bewitching * miſleads his Heart, 


And 


Drive her away, you break the Charm that holds him, 


Vet ſtranger too! 


The meddling Harlot! dear ſhe ſhould abide it. 
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And draws his Service to King Edward's Sons: 


And he, and all his Powers attend on you. 
Rat. Tis wonderful! 
Cat. The-Means by which it came, 


Ga. You ſaw it given but now. 
Rat. She cou'd not know the Purport. 
Gh. No, tis plain - 
She knows it not, it levels at her Life ; 
Should ſhe preſume to prate of ſuch bigh Matters, 


Cat. What Hand ſoe'er it comes from, be aſſur d, 
It means your Highneſs well — 
G/o/t. Upon the Inſtant, ä 
Lord Haſtings will be here; this Morn I mean, 
To prove him to the Quick; then if he flinch, 
No more but this, away with him at once, 
He muſt be mine or nothing But he comes 
Draw nearer this Way and obſerve me well. [They aubiſper. 
,- _ Enter Lord Haſtings, |, | 
L. Haß. This fooliſh Woman hangs about my Heart, 
Lingers and wanders in my Fancy ſtill: 
This Coyneſs is put on, tis Art and Cunning, 
And worn to urge Defire——1I muſt poſſeſs ber: 
The Groom, who lift his ſaucy Hand 2 me, 
Fer this, is humbled, and repents his daring. 
Perhaps, ev'nſhe may profit by th' Example, 
Ard teach her Beauty not to ſcorn my POW. 
G. This do, and wait me e'er the Council fits. 
| [ Exeunt Rat. and Cateſb. 
My Lord, y'are well encounter'd, here has been, 
A fair Petitioner this Morning with us: 5 
Believe me ſhe has won me much to pity her; 
Alas! her gentle Nature was not made 
To buffet with Adverſity. I told her, 
How worthily her Cauſe you had befriended: 
How much for your good Sake we meant to do, 
That you had ſpoke, and all Things ſhou'd be well. 


L. Ha/. Your Highneſs binds me ever to your W 
| C. 
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Ch. You know your —— potent 
with us, 

And ſhares our Power. | But of this enough, 

For we have other Matters for- your Ear: * 8 

The State is out of Tune; diſtracting Fears, 

And jealous Doubts jar in our Publick Counſels 

Amidſt the wealthy City, Murmurs riſe, 7 

Leud Railings, and Reproach, on thoſe that * 

With open Scorn of Government; hence Credit, 

And publick Truſt twixt Man and Man are broke. 

The golden Streams of Commerce are with- held, 

Which fed the Wants of needy Hinds, and Artizans, 

Who therefore curſe the Great, and their Rebellion. 
L. Haſt. The reſty Knaves are over. run with Eaſe, 

As Plenty ever is the Nurſe of Faction 


If in good Days, like theſe, the headſtrong Herd 5 = 


Grow madly wanton and repine ; it is 
Becauſe the Reins of Power are held too fack, | 
And reverend Authority of late | | 
Has won a Face of Mercy more than. Juſtice. *- 


 Ghp. Beſhrew my Heart |- bat you have well Gd 


The Source of theſe Diſorders. Who can wonder 
If Riot and Mifrule o erturn the Realm, 


When the Crown fits upon a Baby Brow ? A | 


Plainly to ſpeak ; hence comes the gen' "ral: Cry, 

And Sum of all Complaint :-*' Twill ne'er-be. — 

With England {thus they talk) while Children — 0 
L. Hal. Tis true the King is y een 

We feel no Want of Edward's riper Veaas, 

While Ghfler's Valour, and moſt princely Wiſdom. 


So well ſupply our Infant Sov'reign 's Place;',, if] 15. 


His Youth's Support, and Guardian. of his Throne. 
a ber en em 


for't) . 
Have hag 'd Pagen Seepene in my Hand, +. 
Barren of Pow'r, ; and ſubje& to Controul : 


Scorn'd by my Foes, and "uſcleb to my Friends, 
Oh, worthy Lord! were mine the Rule indeed, 
I think, [ ſhould not ſuffer rank Offence 
At large do lord it in the Common-weal: | 
X 2 Nor 


ö 
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Nor wou d the Realm be rent by Diſcord thus, 
Thus Fear and Doubt betwixt diſputed Titles. 
L. Haft. Of this I am to learn; as not ſuppoling 
A Doubt like this — 
Glft. Ay, marry, but there is— © 
And that of much Concerm Have you not heard 
How on a late Qccafion, Doctor Shaw _ 
Has mov'd the People much about the Lawfulncſs 
Of Edward's — By right grave Authority 
Of Learning and Religion, plainly * ·[˖ͤ[·—ũt1 
A Baſtard Scion never ſhould be gr 
Upon a 2 an from — at full 
Diſcou my Brother's former Contract 
To Lady — long before 
His jolly Match with that ſame buxom. Widow 
The Queen he left behind hin | 
L. Haff. Iil bears 
Such medling Prieſts, who kindle op Ganſufion, - 
And vex the quiet World with their — 3 
By Heav'n oma earn et 1 8 * 
id not the King, | 
Our Royal Maſter Edward, teens 
With his Eſtates aſſembled; well determins 
What Courſe the Sovererge Rule ſhould take henceſor 
wand? 
When nan Line deadly Hate of Faftions ceaſe, - | 
When: ſhall our long divided Land have Reſt, 
Is every peeviſh, moody: Malecontent 
Shall ſet the ſenſeleſs Rabble in an U ? 

Frighs them with Dangers, and their Brains | 
Each Day with ſome fantaſtick gi ANC 
GH. What if ſore Patriot for che public Good, - 
Should vary from new · mould the 2 

L. Haft. Curſe on the innovating Hand attempts it, 
Remember him, the Villain, rig Heaven 

In thy great Day of Ven nes Blast the Traitor 
And his pernicious Countels; who for Wealth, 
For Pow's, the Pride of Greatneſs, or Revenge, | 
Wald plunge his Native Pand 2 = 


a2 Y too Lord. 7 "4 91þ1 34 
OO my 1. . 


Javz sss. 
L. Haft. Your Highneſs' Pardon _ 
Have we ſo ſoon forgot thoſe Days of Ruin, 


When Vert and Bencafter drew forth the Battles? 


When, like a Matron, butcher'd by her Solis, 


And caſt beſide ſome common Way of SpeQacle by 


Of Horror and Affright to Paſſers by, ; 
Our groaning Country bled at every Vein, | 


2 2188 1 i 
: 


245 


LES, 


. . ? = 


„ 1 


= 
7 
* 


When Murders, Rapes, and Maſlacres prevail'd : 


When Churches, Palaces, and Cities blaz'd : 


When Inſolence and Barbariſm triumph d. 


And ſwept away Diſtinction; Peaſants trod . 
Upon the Necks of Nobles : Low were laid 

The Reverend Croſier, and the Holy Mitre, 
And Deſolation cover'd all the Land 2 | 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 

Here vow to ſheath a Dagger in his Heart, 


Whoſe damn'd. Ambition would renew thoſe Horrors, 
And ſet, once more, that Scene of Blood before us ? 


hot k 


Ghft. How now ! | 
ſo reſoly'd. 


L. Hef. So brave, 


Gh. Is then our Friendſhip of ſo little Moment. 


That you cou'd arm your Hand againſt my Life? 


L. Haff. I hope your - Highneſs does not think I 


meant it, 


No, Heaven farbid that e' er your princely Perſon _ 


Should come within the Scope of my Reſentment. 


Ghft. Oh! noble Haſtings Nay, I muſt embrace'you. 
a mbraces him. 


By holy Paul] y'are a right honeſt Man: 
The Time is fall of Danger and Diſtruſt, 

And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 

Too apt for Jealouſy and light Surm ze, 

If when I meant to lodge you next my Heart, 


I put your Truth to Trisl. Keep your Loyalty, 


And live your King and Country's beſt Support: 
For me, I aſk no more than Honour gives, 


Fo think me-yours, and rank me with your Friends. 
L. Haft. Accept what Tnanks a grateful Heart ſhould 


_ ab. 
Oh! Princely CH judge me not ungentle, 
X 3 


0 
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Of Manners rude, -a Th i a Sperch, © 


Ny when hen th . 2 — 
Ik Es, 
* 7 e þ af th is; In mplemen 
Is much be * ies r 
deen my HR Ke York — 
| as 22 re join th m 
Farewel, and bb 40 Nad. 6 dee. 
L. Haft. f am bt md, 
Not fill d and prattie'd in the Arts af CE" 
To kindle thus, and give a Scope to Paſſion. 
The Duke is ſure! fable bat ke touch'd me 
Ev'n on the tend 4 Point ; the Maſter-ſtriog 
That makes moſt Harmony or Diſcord to me. 
I own the ry ee Subject fires my Breaft, 
or Soul's da Paſſion Raids coufelt ; 
or 1558 ; or er ben 's ſacred Bind, ü 
Beyond myſelf I prize my Narve Land: | 
On this Foundation would I build my Fame, 
Ad emulate-the Greek and Ar 
Think England's Peace bought cheaply with my Blood, 
And die with Pleaſure for my Country s Good, [Exit 
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Enter Dule of Gloſter, Ratcliffe, and Cateſby. 


Cyft. HIS was the Sum of all; that 0 would 
_ brook 

No Alte ration in che preſent State. 14 

Marry ! at laſt, the teſty Gentleman . 


Wu 


Jaxz SAMuOA K. Oy 
Was almoſt mov d to bid us bolt Defande : dh 2. 


| But there I dropt the nent, — _ 
| The ſirſt Delignand my Se 
I prais'd his — See 


ua lleft bim 20-delierequy Thoughts liks his. -- | 
Proceed we then in this fore-mention'd Matter, 
As bound or to his Friendihip. 5 
Rat. III does it thus Lcoud re aid 
This baddhg — 
Thereto, bis own Poſſeiſams large might: 
The Vaſſals and ts om Ris Power 
Firm in Adherence, teady, bold amdzniny; 
His Name had been of Vantage to your 00 
en 
G. . rs, 
Has warranted at full che friendly Notice, 
Which we this Morn receiv*'d. - Lboldi certain, 
This galing' whining Harkot rules his Reaſon, ' 
And is Zoul for Ears des Brood. 
Cat, If the have ſoch Dominion wer his Heart, 
And turn it at her Wilk you' rule her Fate: 
| And ſhould by Inference and apr DeduQtion, 
a Be Arbiter of his. Ig et her Bad 
The very Means immediate to her pot e 
The Bounty of your Hand Why does the live, 
If not to yield Obedience to your Pleaſure, mY | 
To ſpeak, to at, ia think as you command * - ” 
Rat. Let heriotraRtker Tergneto dear your Muſſigs 3 
Teach every Grace to: {mile in your behalf, 
And her deluding Eyes to gloat for yon: 
His ductile Reaſon will be wound about, 
Be led and turn d again, ſayand-unlay, 
Receive the Voke, and yield exact Obedience. 
. — it ſhall be follow'd : 
She waits without, attending on her Suit. 
Go, call her in, and leave us here alone. 
ald . [Ex. Rat. and Cat. 
ow a Thing is he, how worthy Scorn, 
————— rial Manhood 
- To ſuch a paltiy-Piece of StuFas dish er 
2 / 


| RIG 
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t made of Prettineſs and Pride zi: * 
That oftner does her giddy Pancies change, 

Than glittering Dew. drops in the Sun do — 
Now ſhame it! Was our Reaſon given 
For ſuch a Uſe !- To be thus puff d about - 


The — of every whiffling Blaſt that blows? 
Beſhtew my Heart, but it is wondrous 

Sure there is ſomething more than Wicrat in them 
That maſten ex'n'thewildit of m all. " 2 


- * - Enter Jane Shore. 
Oh! You are come moſt fitly, We have er'd 
On this your Grievance : And tho' ſome are, 


Nay, and thoſe Great Ones. too, who wou'd enforce 
The Rigour of our Power to afflict you, | 
And bear a heavy Hand, yet fear not you, 
We've-ta'en you to our Favour, our Protection 
Shall ſtand between, and ſhield you from Miſha 

J. Sb. The Bleſſings of a Heart with Anguiſh . 
And reicu'd from Deſpair, attend your Highneſs, 
Alas! my gracious Lord !! what have I done 
To kindle ſuch relentleſs Wrath againft me? 

If in the Days of all my paſt Offences, | - - 

When moſt my Heart was lifted with Delight, 

If I with-held my Morſel from the Hungry. _ 
Forgot the Widaw's Want, and Orphan's Cry: 

If I have known a Good I have not ſhar d, 

Nor call'd the Poor to take his Portion with me, 3 
Let my worſt Enemies ſtand forth, and now 

Deny the Succour, which I gave not then. 

Gly/t. Marry there are, tho' I believe them not, 
Who ſay you meddle in Affairs of Stute: | 
That you preſume to prattle, like a Buſy body, | 
Give your Advice, and teach the Lords o'th” Council 
What fits the Order of the Common-weal. 

F, Sb. Oh that the buſy World, at leaſt in this, 
Would take Example from a Wretch like me! 
None then would waſte their Hours in foreign Thoughts, 


Forget themſelves, and what concerns their hy =: 
To tread the Mazes of fantaſtick Ealſhood; 


To 


Like a dry Leaf, an idle Straw, a Feather, 2 4 


D Al. FRE 


ry ef , 72 


My 4 I. + +12 


_ <->; 


} ann Sn n 1. | 
To haunt her idle Sounds and ſtying 'Fales, 
Thro' alk the giddy-noiſy-Qousts of Rumour: = 
Malicious Slander. neue — wane a | b 
To ſearch with 2 Eyes for Faults abroad, H 
If all, like me; counfider'd their own Hearts, 
And wept the Sorrows which they found: at home. a 
65. Go to! I know your Pow'r, and tho 11133 
To ev'ry Breath of Fame, . —_ 
That Haſtings is pro d your 6 
But fair befal your Beauty: 7+ 80 it wiſely, 0 
And it may ſtand your Fortunes much in Stead : or 
Give — Land with large Increaſe, 
And place you high in Safety and in Honour : - 
Nay, I could point a Way, tha which parſging, 0 
You ſhall nat only bring Advantage, 
But ive the Realm — worthy Cauſe ts thank you. 
. Sb. Ou! . err n 


„ Become ud Aeg Sent en 
Inſtruct your lowly. Slave, and let me fiy 


Toy ! Why hs ws — 
Gl. Wh 


8 
e Il | 


For the . 76 — kak 
Sh. Mas 1 for he Be | Tie 
bf. Therefore have mibbe'd.. L x 91> by 

To ſet aſide their unavailing Infancy, 4 

And veſt ths-Sy*rolgn; Buy iti abler Hadds. _ 


This, ee D Won 


D . fer very A 5 OJ — ay 
Does ubbornly a4 aff of ot] 
J. . Dow he! Does Hafings pM woy v 5 0 
2 Ay, Haie. Wos 109 
J. $h. bee him the cole Deal, e- 
For this one AQtion, guard/hins and diftingviſh him 


With t Mercies, and with great Deliverance, . 
— — Adverſity and Shamr. 


Let never · fading Honour im, nope 


To 
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And conſecrate his Name ev'n to Time's End. 


Let him know nothing elſe but Good on Earth, 
And everlaſting Bleſſedneſs hereaſter. . 


Gh. How now! _ 
forſaken, Royal little Ones. 


FJ. Sh. The poor 
Shall they be left a Prey to ſavage Power ? 
Can they lift up their harmleſs fs Hands in vain, 
Or cry to Heaven for Help, and not be: heard ? 
Impoſlible !. O gallant generous Haflings, | 
Go on, purſue !- Aſſert the ſacred Cauſe: 
Stand forth, thou Proxy of all-ruling Prov.dence, 
And fave the friendlefs Infants from Oppreſſion. 
Saints ſhall aſſiſt thee with prevailing Prayers, 
And warring Angels combat oa thy Side. 

Gh. You're paſiing: _ in "this ſame heav'al 


And ſpend ĩt at — "Nagle but dark me! | 
My Favour is not bought with Words like theſe. | 
Go to——yau'll teaeh your Tongue another Tale. 
FJ. Sb. . — > AGNTRES N 
He was my King, m 1 ate 
He lov'd me too, the! 'twas rs» ile F 5 
And fatal to my Peace, yet ſtill h 67, yoo me: 
With Fondneſa, and with Tenderneſs he doated, 
Dwelt in my Eyes, and li vd but in my Smiles, 
And can h my Heart abhors the Thought mY 
Stand by, and ſee his Children robb'd of Right? | 
Gl. Dare not, ma Land . mo 
ther ? | 

None of your Arts, your Feigning, and your Foolery, 
Your dainty ſqueamiſſi Ooying it to m. 
Go——to your Lord, your Paramour, be gones 
Liſp in his Ear, hang wanton on his Neck, 
And play your Monkey-Ganibols cer to him. * 
You know my Purpoſe, look that you purſe it, 2.39 
And make him yield Obedience to my Will. .d 
Do it or woe upon thy Harlot's Head. 

F. $6. Oh that my Tongue had every: Se of Speech 
Great and commanding as the Breath of Kingy, 
8 W 


Sr Kreer 


. 


J-a'n'e Short! 
As ſoft Perſuaſion to a Love- ſick Maid? 
That I had Art and ce divine! 
To pay my Duty to my er's Aſhes, 
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And plea1 till Death the Cauſe of 'injur'd r : 
Gl. Ha ! Doꝰſt thou brave me, Minion! Doꝰſt thou know 
How vile, how very a Wretch my Pow'r can make thee ? 


That I can let looſe Fear, Diſtreſs and Famine, 


To hunt thy Heels, like Hell hounds, thro' the World ; 


That I can place thee in ſuch abſect State, 


As Help ſhall never find thee ; where repining, | 
w the Earth for L. 


Thou ſhalt fit down, and 


Groan to the pitileſs — Return, 


Howl like the Midnight Wolf amidſt the Bean 


And curſe thy Life in Bitterneſs and Miſery ? 
J. Sh. Let me be branded for the 


ick Scorn, 


Turn'd forth, and driven to wander like a Vega, 


Be friendleſs and forſaken, ſeek my Bread 
Upon the barren Wild, and deſolate Waſte, 


Feed on my Sighs, and drink my falling Tears : 


F'er I conſent to teach my Lips Injuſtice, 
Or vg, the O 

Tis wel 
me 2 ! Who waits without! 


Enter Rateliff, Cateſby, and Attendants. | 


Rat. Your Highneſs Pleaſure——— 


han, who has none to fave him. 
del ry the Temper of your Hear, 


: LW 71 


Gl. Go ſome of you, ard turn this Strumpet fete 2 


Spurn her into the Street, there let her periſh, 


And rot upon a Tr Thro' the City 
See it proclaim'd, I 


Who miniſters the {ſmalleſt Comfort, dies. 
Her Houſe, her coſtly Furniture and Wealth, 
The Purchaſe of her looſe loxurious Life, 


We ſeize on, for the Profit of the State. 


Away! Be gone 

7. Sh. Othou moſt righteous Julge—— 
Humbly, behold, I bow myſelf to thee, 
And own. thy Juſtice in this hard Decree: 
No longer then my ripe Offences ſpare, 8 
But what [ merit, let me learn to bear. 


& 


at none, on Pain of Death, | " 
Preſume to give her Comfort, Food, or Harbour : 


a ag toy 
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Yet fince tis all my Wretchedneſs can give, 
For my paſt Crimes my forfeit Lafe receive: 
And only haps Forginens in the Gran e t 
only hope Forgiveneſs in the Grave. 
[Exit J. Share, guarded by 8 
Gl. So much for this. Your Projef@'s D 
ar Toy, this Hilding feorns my Power, 
| 22 at nought. ee 
Be ready at my Call 
Rat. The Council waits - 


Upon your Highne(s — 
En er the Date of Tuckingham, - Bart /Derby, 2537 
ter t 0 
Ely, L. Haſtings and others, as te the Council. 
Duke of Gloſter vakts his Place at the ner End, 4 


re 
. In Time arewe aſſembled hore, 

To point- the Day, and fix-the ſolemn P 
For placing Englaws:Crown with all-due R 


As ſuch wil ſtill he pinting, who preſume 

To carp and cavil at his Royal Right : 
Therefore I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt 
T'appoint the Order of the Coronation : 

So to approve our Duty to the King, 

And ſtay the Babbling ef ſuch vain Guiifyare, 


Verb. We all attend to ko. your Highneſs' Pleaſure. 
[To Gloſter, 


Gi. My Lords: A Setof worthy Men you are, 
Prudent and juſt, and careful for the State: 
Therefore to your moſt grave Determination, 

I yield myſelf in all Things; and demand | 
What Puniſhment your Wiſdom: ſhall think: meet 
T inflit upon thoſe damnable Contrivers, | 
Who ſhall with Potions, Charms, and witching Drugs, 
Practiſe againſt our Perion and our Liſe. 1 1. 


J. 


of 
be 
* 


r. 


in Ratcliffe ! tell me, do I hold thee ? 
| V 
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L. Haß. So much I hold the King your Highneſs 
Debtor, _. - 
So precious are you to the Common-weal, 
That I preſume, not only for myſeif, 
But in Behalf of theſe my noble Brotkers, 
To ſay, whot'er they be, they merit Death. 
G,. N judge yourſelves, convince your Eyes of 
ruth. | 


Behold my Arm thus blaſted, dry and wither'd, 


Shrunk like a foul Abortion, and decay'd, l 

Like ſome untimely Product of the Seaſons, 

Robb' d of its Properties of Strength and Office. 

This is the Sorcery of Edward's Wife, 

Who in Conjunction with that Harlot Shore, 

And other like confed'rate midnight Haggs, 

By. Force of potent Spells, of bloody Characters, 

And Conjurations horrible to hear, 

Call Fiends and Spectres from the yawning Deep, 

And ſet the Miniſters of Hell at Work, 

To torture and deſpeil me of my Life. 

L. Haff. If they have done this Deed—— 
G. If they have done it! | 

Talk'ſt thou to me of If's,- audacious Traitor! 

Thou art that Strumpet Witch's chief Abettor, 

The Patron and Complotter of her Miſchiefs, 

And join'd in this Contrivance for my Death. 

N y, ftart not, Lords,. What bo! a Guard there, Sr.! 
Enter Guard. Pts > 

Lord Haſ#ngs, I arreſt thee of High-Treaſon, 

Seize him, and bear him inan away. 

He ſha'not live an Hour. By holy Paul! 


1 will not dine before his Head be brought me; 


Ratcliffe, ſry you, and ſee that it be done. 

The reſt that love me, riſe and foflow me. 

[ Exeunt Gloſter, and Lords following. 

Manent Lord Haſtings, Rateliffe, and Guard. 

L. Hafl,. What! and no more but this how, to 
the Scaffold! 


Or 
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Or if I dream, what ſhall T do te wake, 
To break, to ſtruggle thro” this dread Confuſion ? 
For ſurely Death itſelf is not ſo painful 
As is this ſudden Horror and Surprize. 
Rat. You heard, the Duke's Commands to me wee 
abſolute, _ | 
Therefore my Lord, addreſs you to your Shriſt, 
With all good Speed you may. Summon your Courage, 
And be ycurſelf; for you muſt die this Inſtant. 
L. Haft. Yes, Ratcliffe, | will take thy friendly Counſel, 
Anddie as a Man ſhould ; *tis ſomewhat hard 
* 'Tocall my ſcatter'd Spirits home at once: 
But fince what muſt be, muſt be let Nec ſſity 
Supply the Place of Time and Preparation, 
And arm me for the Blow: "Tis but to die, 
Tis but to venture on that common Hazard 
Which many a Time in Battle I have run; 
"Tis but to do, what, at that very Moment, 
In many Nations of the peopled Earth, 
A thouſand and a thouſand ſhall do with me: 
"Tis but to cloſe my Eyes, and ſhut qut Day-light, 
To view no more the wicked Ways of Men, 
No longer to behold the Tyrant Ghfer, 
And be a weeping Witneſs of the Woes, 
The Deſolation, Slaughter ard Calamities, 
Which he ſhall bring on this unhappy Land. 
| Enter Alicia. 
Alic. Stand off! and let me paſs—T will, I muſt 
Catch him once more in theſe deſpairing Arms, 
And hold him to my Heart—Oh Haftings; Haſtings ! 
L. Haſt. Alas! Why com'ſt thou at this dreadful Mo- 
ment | 
To fill me with new Terrors, new Diſtractions, 
To turn me wild with thy diſlemper'd Rage, 
And fhock the Peace of my departing Soul? 

Away! I prithee leave me ! | 
Ajic. Stop a Minute. "Hy 
Till my full Griefs find Paſlage.— Oh the Tyr: nt ! 
Perdition fall on Cπer's Head and mine. | 
L. Haß. What means thy frantick Grief? | 


r 


Dee 
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Alic. I cannot peak 
Bat I have murder d en could tell thee 
L. Haft. Speak: and give Eaſe to thy conflicting Paſhons. 
Be quick, nor keep me longer in Suſpence, 
Time preſſes, and a thouſand crouding Thoughts 
Break in at once ; this Way and that they ſnatch, 
They tear my hurry'd Soul: all claim At ention- 
And yet not one is heard. Oh ſpeak and leave me, 
For I have Buſineſs wou'd employ an Age, 
And but a Minute's Time to get it done in. 
Alic. That, that's my Grief—'tis I that urge thee on, 
Thus haunt thee to the Toil, ſweepthee from Earth, 
Ard drive thee down this Precipice of Fate. 
L. Haft. EY Reaſon is grown wild. Couldthy weake- 


Bring on this mighty Ruin? If it could, 
What have I done ſo grievous to thy Soul, 
So deadly, fo beyond the Reach of Pardon, | 
Thit nothing but my Life can make Attonement ? 
Alic. Thy cruel Scorn had ſtung me to the Heart, 
And ſet my burning Boſom all in Flames: 
Raving and mad I flew to my R :venge, +: 
And writ I know not What told the Protector, ; 
That Shre's deteſted Wife by Wiles had won thee, - bs 
To plot againſt his Greatnels He believ'd it, 1 
(Oh dire Event of my pernicious Counſel) | 
And while I meant Deſtruction on har Heads: 
H' has turn'd it all on thine. 
L. Haft. Accurſed Jealouſy ! 
0 mercileſs, wild and unforgiving Fiend! 
Blindfold it puns to andiftingoih's ex tage | 
Ani murders all it meets. Curſt be its Rag 2 
For there is none ſo deadly ; doubly curs Ws 
Be all thoſe eaſy Fools who give it Harbour : 
Who turn a Monſter looſe among Mankind, 
Fiercer than Famine, War,. or ſpotted Peſtilence 4 ; | 
Baneful as Death, and horrible as Hell. 1 
Alic. 2 thou wilt curſe, curſe rather thine own ral 
ood ; 
Curſe the leud Maxims of 15 perjur d Sex, 


- | 


-- 


— 


Which 
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Which taught thee firſt to laugh at Faith and Juſtice, 
To ſcorn the ſolemn Sanctity of Oaths, 

And make a ſeſt of a poor Woman's Ruin: 

Curſe thy proud Heart, and thy inſulting Tongue, 
That raid'd this fatal Fury in 5 Soul, W 
And urg'd my Veng e nce to undo us both. 

L. Ha. Oh thou inhuman! turn thy Eyes away, 
And blaſt me not with their deſtructive Beams: 

Why ſhou'd I curſe thee with my dying Breath? 
Be gone ! and let me ſigh it out in Peace. 

Alic. Can'ſt thou—oh cruel Haſtings, leave me thus! 
Hear me, I beg thee—T conjure thee, hear me 
While with au agonizing Heart, I ſwear, 

By all the Pangs I feel, by all the Sorrows, 

The Terrors and Deſpair thy Loſs ſhall give me, 
My Hate was on my Rival bent alone. * 
Oh! had I once divin'd, falſe as thou art, 

A Danger to thy Life, I would have dy'd, 
would have met it for thee, and made bare 
My ready faithful Breaſt to ſave thee from it. 


L. Hat. Now mark ! and tremble at Heaven's juſ 


Award, ' 4 
While thy inſatiate Wrath and fell Reve 
Purſu'd the Innocence which never wrong'd thee, 
Behold the Miſchief falls on theg and me: 
Remorſe and Heavin:fs of Heart ſhall wait thee, 
And everlaſting Anguiſh be thy Portion : 
For me, the Snares of Death are wound about me, 
And now, in one poor Moment, I am gone. 
Oh! if thou haſt one tender Thought remaining, 
Fly to thy Cloſet, fall upon thy Knee, ö 
And recommend my parting Soul to Mercy. 

Alic. Oh ! yet, before I go for ever from thee, 
Turn thee in Gentleneſs and P.ty to me, [ Kneeling. 
And in Compaſſion of my ſtrong Affliction, 
Say, is it poſſible you can forgive 
'The fatal Raſhneſs of ungovern'd Love ? 

For oh! 'tis certain, if I had not lov'd thee, 
Beyond my Peace, my Reaſon, Fame and Life, 
Pefir'd to Death, and doated to Diſtraction, 


k 
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This Day of Horror never ſhould have known us. 
L. Has. Oh! Riſe, and let me huſh thy ſtormy Sor- 
rows, | Raifing * 
Aſſuage thy Tears, for I will chide no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy Fair One, 
I ſee the Hand of Heav'n is arm'd againit me, 
And, in myſterious Providence, decrees _ 
To puniſh me by thy miſtaking Hand. | | 
Moſt Righteous Doom ! for, ob- while I behold thee, 
Thy Wrongs riſe up in terrible Array, $5 
And charge thy Ruin on me; thy fair Fame, 
Thy ſpotleſs Beauty, Lanocence, and Youth, - 
Diſhonour d, blaſted and betray'd by me, 

Alic. And does thy Heart relent for my undoing ? 
Ob! that inhuman Giger could be mov'd, | 
But half ſo eafily as L can pardon ! | 

L. Haft. Here then exchange we mutually Forgivenels,. - 
So may the Guilt of all my broken Vows, N 
My Perj uries to thee be all , 
As here my Soul acquits thee of my Death, 

As here I part without one angry Thought, he +7 
As here I leave thee with the ſofteſt Tenderneſs, 

Mourning the Chance of our diſaſtrous Loves. 
And begging Heav'n to bleſs and to ſupport thee, | _ 

Rat. My Lord, diſpatch - the Duke has ſent do 
1 chide me | 

or loĩtering in my | 

L. Haft. Tobey. | 

Alic. Inſatiate, ſav: ge Monſter! Is a Moment 
So tedious to thy Malice? Oh! repay him. 
Thou great Avenger give him Blood for Blood : ö 
Guilt haunt him! Fiends purſue him ! Lightaings blaſt 

bim! 5 
Some horrid, curſed Kind of Death o'ertake him, 
Sudden, and in the Fulneſs of his Sins F 72 
That he may know how terrible it is, * 
To want that Moment he denies thee now, 6 
L. Haff. "Tis all in vain, ti.is Rage that tears thy 
Bofom, | . 
Like a poor Bird that flutters in its Cage, 
Y + „ Fhou 


„ 4 y 


- =_ 


— 


KA 


"4 
l 
' 
'1 
1 
i] 
1 
| 
| 
. 


I >. 


—— 


— = . m — 
——ͤ—äh—uõ — OG ↄ — — ———̃ —p—— 


8 — 
. —„— UU . — — 


— d 
— — = 2 — 
— counties — * 
— Y wo. Mi. 4 . 
* 


258 JANE SHOR x. 

Thou beat 'ſt thyſelf to Death. Retire I beg thee: 

To ſee thee thus, thou know'ſt not how it wounds me, 

Thy Agonies are added to my own, 

And make the Burden more than I can bear. 

Farewel—Good Angels viſit thy Afflictions, 

And bring thee Peace and Comfort from above. 
Alic. Ga! ſtab me to the Heart, ſome pitying Hand,. 

Now ſtrike me dead 
L. Haff. One Thing I had forgot. 

I charge thee by our preſent common Miſeries, 

By our paſt Loves, 1 if yet they have a Name, 

By all thy Hopes of Peace here and hereafter, 

Let not the Rancour of thy Hate purſue 

The Innocence of thy unhappy Friend : . 

Thou know'ſt who tis F mean: Oh! ſhoul&'ſt theo 

wrong her, 

Juſt Heav'n ſhall double all thy Woes upon thee, 

And make 'em know no End——Remember this 

As the laſt Warning of a dying Man: 

Farewel for ever ! [The Guards carry Haſtings off. 
Alic. For ever? Oh! For ever! 

Oh! who can bear to be a Wretch for ever ! 

My Rival too! His laſt Thoughts hung on her : 

And. as he parted, leſt a Bleſſing for her 

Shall the be bleſt, and I be-curſt, for ever! 

No ; fince her fatal Beauty was the Cauſe 

Qf all my Suff'ring, let her ſhare my Pains : 

Let her, like me, of ev'ry Joy forlorn, 

Devote the Hour when ſuch a Wretch was born > 

Like me to Deſarts and to Darkneſs run, 

Abhor the Day, and curſe the golden San; 


_ Cift ev'ry Good, and ev'ry Hope behind; 


Deteſt the Works of Nature, loath Mankind : | 
Like me, with Cries diſtracted fill the rr; 
Fear her poor Boſom, rend her frantick Hair; { 
And * the Torments of the laſt Deſpair, {Exit 
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ACT'V.,SCENEL 
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Enter Bellmour, Dumont and Shore. 


$h, OU ſaw her then? 
Bell. I met her as returning "0" 

In ſolemn Penance from the publick Croſs: : 
Before her, certain Raſcal Officers, | 
Slaves in Authority, the Knaves of Juſtice, . 
Proclaim'd the Tyrant Ghfter's cruel Orders. 
On either Side = march'd an ill-look'd Prieſt, 
Who with ſevere, with horrid haggard Eyes, bY 
Did ever and anon by Turns upbraid her, 1 
And thunder in her trembling Ear Damnation. | E 
Around her, numberleſs the Rabble flow'd, | 
Shouldring each other, crouding for a View, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling: 
Some pitying, but thoſe, alas! how few! 
The meſt, ſuch Iron Hearts we are, and ſuch 
The baſe 'Barbarity of human Kind, 
With Inſolence and leud Reproach purſu'd * 
Hooting and railing, and with villainous Hands 
Gath'ring the Filth from out the common Ways, 
To hurl upon her Head. 

Sb. Inhuman Dogs! 
How did ſhe bear it 

Bel. With the gentleſt Patience, N 
Submiſſive, ſad, and lowly was her Look : 

burning Taper in her Hand ſhe bore, "—_— 
And on ber Shoulders careleſſy confused 
With looſe Neglect ker 2 Fre ſſes bung ; 


Upon 
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Upon her Cheek a faintiſh Fluſh was { . 
Feeble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely ſmit with Pain, 
While hare-foot as ſhe trod the flinty Pavement, 
Her Footſteps all along were mark d with Blood. 
Yet filent ſtill ſhe paſs'd and unrepining: 
Her ſtreaming;Eyes bent ever on the Earth, 
3 when in ſome bitter Pang of Sorrow, 
To Heav'n ſhe ſeem'd in fervent Zeal to raiſe, 
And beg that Mercy Man deny d her here. 

Sh. When was this piteous Sight? 

Bell. Theſe laſt two Days. 

You know my Care was wholly bent on you, 

To find the happy Means of your Deliverance, 
Which but for Haffing Death I had not gain' d. 
During that Time, altho” I have not ſeen her, 
Yet divers truſty Meſſengers I've ſent, & 
To wait about, and watch & fit Convenience 

To give her ſome Relief; but all in vain : 

A churliſh Guard attends upon her Steps, 

Who menace thoſe with Death rhat bring her Comfort, 


And drive all Succourfrom her. | 
2 Let em threaten: aims 
Nr prove its ** 
So. Heav'n befriend my Soul, as here I vow - 
To give her Help, and ſhare one Fortune with her. 
8 you to ſee her, thus, in your own Form? 
. I do. | 

Bel. And have you thought the Conſequence ? 
Sh, What is there I ſhould fear? 
Bel. Have you examin'd | 

Into your inmoſt Heart, and try'd at Leiſure | 
The ſev'ral ſecret Springs that move the Paſſions? 
Has Mercy fix'd her Empire there fo ſure, | 
That Wrath and Vengeance never may return? 
Can you reſume a Huſbind's Name, and bid _ 
That wakeful Dragon, fierce Refentment, ſleep ? 
Sb. Why doſt thou ſearch ſo deep, and urge my 

Memory? 1 

To conjure up my Wrongs to Life again? 11 5 1 1 
E . SL +» 7 ; i 
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have long labour'd to forget myſelf, 
To think on all Time, backward, like a Space, 
Idle and void, where nothing e er had Being: 
But thou haſt peopled it again: Revenge 
And Jealouſy renew their horrid Forms, 
Shoot all their Fires, and drive me to Diſtraction. 
Bel. Far be the Thought from me! my Care 7 
To arm you for the Meeting: Better were it 
Never to ſee her, than to let that Name 
Recall forgotten Rage, and make the Huſband 
Deſtroy the gen'rous Pity of Dumont. 
Sb. Oh! thou haſt ſet my buſy Brain — Work, 
And now ſhe muſters up a Train of Ima | 
Which to preſerve my Peace I had caſt Pp 
And ſunk in deep Oblivion——Oh that Form q | 
That Angel-face on which my Dotage bf 
How have I gaz'd — her! till my Soul 
With very Eagerneſs went forth towards her, 
And iſſugd at my Eyes Was there a Gem 
Which che Sun ripens in the Indian Mine, ; 
Or the rich Boſom of the Ocean yields, - 
What was there Art could make, or Wealth cou'd buy; 
Which I have left unſought, to deck her Beauty? 
What cou'd her King do more ?—Andyetihe fled. 
Bel. Away with that ſad Fancy. 
Sb. Oh! that Day ! 
The Thought of it muſt live for ever r with me. 
met her, Bellmour, when the Royal Spoiler 
Bore her in Triumph from my widow'd Home! 
Within his Chariot by his Side ſhe ſate, 
And liſten'd to his Talk with downward Looks: 
Till ſudden as ſhe chanc'd afide to glance, | 
Her Eyes encounter'd mine Ohl then, my Friend 
Oh! who can paint my Grief and her Amazement! 
As at the Stroke of Death, twice turn'd ſhe pate; = 
And twice a burning Crimſon bluſh'd all o'er her: 
Then, with a Shriek Heart-wounding loud ſhe ery'd, 
While down her Cheeks the guſhing Torrents ran 
Faſt falling on her Hands, which thus ſhe —_—— 
Mov'd aries hm the Tyrant Raviſher, 1 . 
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With courteous Action woo'd her oſt to turn; 
Earneſt he ſeem'd to plead ; but all in vain : 
Ev'n to the laſt ſhe bent her Sight towards me, 
And follow'd me——till I loſt myſelf. 

Bell. Alas ! for Pity ! Oh! thoſe ſpeaking Tears! 
Could they be falſe? Did ſhe not ſuffer with you? 
And tho' the King by Force poſſeſs' d her Perſon, \ 
Her unconſenting Heart dwelt {till with you: 

If all her former Woes were not enough, 

Look on her now, behold her where ſhe wanders, 
Hunted to Death, diſtreſs'd on every Side, 

With no one Hand to help; and tell me then, 

If ever Miſery were known like hers ? 

Sh. And can ſhe bear it? Can that delicate Frame 
Endure the beating of a Storm ſo rude ? 

Can ſhe, for whom the various Seaſons chang'd, 

To court her Appetite, and crown her Board, 

For whom the foreign Vintages were preſs d.,. 
For whom the Merchant ſpreads his filken Stores, 
Can ſhe — | 
Intreat for Bread, and want the needful Raymen', 
To wrap her ſhivering Boſom from the Weather t 
When ſhe was mine, no Care came ever nigh her. 

I thought the gentleſt Breeze that wakes the Spring 
Too rough to breathe upon her: Chearfalneſs 
Danc'd all the Day before her; and at Night 

Soft Slumbers waited on her downy Pillow 
Now ſad and ſhelterleſs, perhaps, ſhe lies, | 
Where piercing Winds blow ſharp, and the chill Rain 
Drops from ſome Pent-houſe on her wretched Head, 
Drenches her Locks, and kills her with the Cold. 

It is too much Hence with her paſt Offences, . 
They are atton'd at full Why ſtay we then? 

Oh! let us haſte, my Friend, and find her out. 

Bel. Somewhere about this Quarter of the Town, - 
F hear the poor abandon'd Creature lingers: - 
Her Guard, tho' ſet with ſtrict:ſt Watch to k 
All Food and Friendſhip from her, yet permit 
To wander in the Streets, there chuſe her Bed, 
And reſt her Head on what cold Stone ſhe pleaſes. . 
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S5. Here let us then divide; each in bis Round 
To ſearch her Sorrows out; whoſe Hap i it is 
Firſt to behold her, this Way let him lead 


Her fainting Steps, and [meet we here together, 
| Enter Jane Shore, 2 


J. Sb. Let, * oö 
For are not thy T — we 3 
Do they not cover thee like rifin | 
And preſs thee like a Weight — cu. I ? 

Does not the Hand of Righteouſneſs afflict tee? 
And who ſhall plead — Who ſhall ſay , 
To Pow'r Almi hou haſt done enough * 
Or bid his d Rod of Vengeance, ſtay ? 
Wait then with Patience, till the circling Hours 
Shall bring the Time of thy appointed Reſt, 
And lay thee down in Death. The Hireling thus 
With Labour drudges out the painful Day, 
And often looks with long-expeCting Eyes 
To ſee the Shadows riſe, and be diſmils'd. 
And hark! methmks the Roar that late N d me, 
Sinks, like the Murmurs of a ſalling Wind, 
And ſoftens into Silence. Does * 
And Malice then grow weary and forſake me? 
My Guard too, that obſery'd me {till fo cloſe, 
Tire in the Taſk of their inhuman Office, 
And loiter far behind. Alas! I faint, 
My Spirits fail at once This is the Door 
Of my Alicia Bleſſed Opportunity 5 
Il Neal a little Suecour from her Goodneſs, | | 
Now, while no Eye obſerves me. 
[She knocks at the Door} 
Enter Servant. | 
Is your Lady, 


My Gentle Friend, at home? Oh! bring me to her. 
[ Going in. 

der v. Hold Miſtreſs, whither wou'd you ? 
[ Putting her back. 


"Serv. 


J. Sb. Do you not know me ? 
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Ser. I know you well, and know my Orders too. 
You muſt not enter here oh 
F. Sb. Tell my Alicia, 


| "Tis I would ſee her. 


Ser. She is ill at Eaſe, 
And will admit no Viſiter. 
F. Sb. But tell her 
"Tis I, her Priend, the Partner of her Heart, 


Ser. Tis all in vain | | 
Go hence, and howl to thoſe that will regard you. 
- had fi [Shuts the Door, and Exit, 
J. Sh. It was not always thus; the Time has been, 
When this unfriendly Door, that bars my Paſſage, 
Flew wide, and almoſt leap'd from off its Hinges 
To give me Entrance here: When this good Houſe, 
Has poùr'd forth all its Dwellings to receive me: 
When my Approach has made a little Holy-day, 
And ev'ry Face was dreſs'd in Smiles to meet me: 
But now tis otherwiſe ; and thoſe who bleſs'd me, 
Now curſe me to my Face. Why ſhould I wander, 
Stray further on, Tor I can die ev*n here ? FE 
| [She fits down at the Dar, 
Enter Alicia in Diſorder ; two Servants 3 
Alic. What Wretch art thou? whoſe Miſery and Baſe- 


neſs 
Hangs on my Door ; whoſe hateful Whine of Woe 


Breaks in upon my Sorrows, and diſtracts 


My jarring Senſes with thy Beggar's Cry ? 

J. Sh. A very Beggar, and a Wretch indeed : 
One driv'n by ſtrong Calamity to ſeek 
For Succour here ; one periſhing for Want : 
Whoſe Hunger has not taſted Food theſe three Days : 
And humbly aſks for Charity's dear Sake, 
A Draught of Water and a little Bread. 

Alic. And doſt thou come to me, to me for Bread! 
I know thee not—Ge—hunt for it abroad, 
Where wanton Hands upon the Earth have ſcatter'd it, 
Or caſt it on the Waters —— Mark the Eagle. 


And hungry Vulture, where they wind the Prey: 
Watch 


Pa .,.T, zo. yy as 


JAS AOA E. Bs; 
Watch where the Ravens of dhe Valleytſferd a bf 
And ſeek thy Fobd with em- Ik th there hot! 
7. Sh. Aud yet there a Time, when my Ari 
Has thought unhappy Sheng her deareſti Ble ſſing 5 
And s Day fen pa fed wichout me, 
When pair'd like Turtles, \we were . 
When often as we prattled- Am in . 
Inclining fondly to me he hag m 19 5) 
She lov'd; me more than ali the Worid beſlde- 77 
Alic. Ha! fay'ſt chou! let mne look apon the well 
'Tis true — I know thegn⁰ο⁰ - Mifchief on thee ? 
8 Thou art that fatal Fair, that curſed Sh, 
. That ſet my Brain a madding. Thou baſt robbꝰd me. 
Thou laſt andane me Murder! Où my Haſtings? * 
See his pale b | ts Kl. ring by me] 1 
Give him me back again, thou foft Deluder, 
Thou -beauteous Witc M M19 $04} Joint 0 1 . 
J. Sb. Alas! 1 never wrong'd youu 
Oh! then be gaod tome; have Pity on mee: 
Thou never knew the Bicternefs of Want 
And may'ſt thau never kHñ it; Oh! beſtow 
Some popr Remain, the voiding of thy Table, 
A Morſel to ſuppom my famiſſi d Soul. 
_ Alc. Avant! and come not ner me. — 
Iſe- J. Sb. To thy Hand * 119... #3657; 1 
| | truſted all gare my whole Store to:thees” | / 
Nor do I afkyit back, allow me but [ith 
The ſmalleſt Pittance,/ give me but to ent. 
Left I fall down and periſh-here before the. 
Ale. Nay! tell not me! Where is the King, thy 
And all the Catlin epi Tie in of Oburtien,; 
a milin 1 in of jeres 
That bent the Kass eb ches. „% a 1 * 
J. Sl. Ok! for Mere, 
Alic. Mercy! I know it not —ſor I am miſerable. 


Bs i 


Il give thee Miſery, for here ſhe dwells: | 
This is her Houſe, where the Sun never dawns, * 

t, The. Bind of Night fats ſcreaming o'er the Roo, 
Grim Spettres ſweep along the horrid Clan, 17=2:- 

T atch $ * | | 
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And nougbe is heard but — ev Lamentings, 
Hark! {amething cracks it ſhakes, it torrers#. 
— ry Ruin falls to'eruſh ins 2 
Tis fan, tis beret I feel it on mySrain! © 
. 1 Sw. This Sight diſorders her — 

2. Ser. Retire, dear Lady 1 Þ iff AIR e * 
And leave this Woman FI 17 ng 294 7 
Alic. Let her take my Counſ el 
Why ſhould' thou be a a Wretch# Stab, tear hy He, 

_ And rid thyſelf of this s deteſted Being. N v2 
Iwo not linger long bebind thee there 
A — of blewiſh Fire fwells o'er n 
And now tis aut, and I am drowd in Blood.” 
Ha! _— art thou! Thou horrid headleſs Trenk 1 
It is my See t he wafs me οfe tee 
Away! 1 — und ang H 955 
But come not thou with Miſehief mak ing ie) 
To interpoſe between us, look-not'on 2 Hows e 
Give thy fond Arts and y Detufions r: 
For thou ſhalt never, never part us mos 
VI. She ea bay Su,, 
F. Sb. „Alas! She raves ber Brain" fear ic ter ü. 
In Mercy lock upon her, [geraciogs:Heay*ny 5057 515 -- 
Nor viſit ber-foriany Wrong: ta me, 5 0 WA + 
Sure I am near upow-my*Fourney# news End N. 
My Head runs round, my Eyes dein tu fail, 
And dancing-Shadows-fwinv before: my whe 6: 
I can no more, ie h — — 
Thou comma Furent aloe” we. w ene 
And let meceftwwithabes] f E 0 nw 5, 
ei ser Bellmour.'*' v 
Bel. Upon the 'Groundt - 7 e SA 
Th . its daf. 
Lock up, thou poor afflictud ont PReu Meurer 
Whom none has comforted “ Wikdre ne | t ky Friends, 


The dear Compankont oF thy 0 WY "7 | 

Whoſe Hearts etiywiara Profpeetiey —5 i 

Whoſe Anms'wereta ug lt tage — 
e 


And bipd bes i 
Nr birzol och gaq's q29 v4 1 


E 


bee. 
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Never to riſe, and all Relief is vam 51 8 


la w'z SH On Tel _ 2698 

Thus let us live, and let us die; they faid, - 2 
For ſure thou aft the Siſter of our Lo Ves 
4 ſhall divide us—Now where are they ? 

5s, 1. ! Belhmur, where indeed ner a 

oof, 

And view my Deſolation from afar KEY 
When they paſs by, t they ſhake their Heads — 
And cry, Behold the Harlot and her End! 40 
And yet thy Goddneſs turns aſide: to pity me. 
Alas! There may be Danger. get dee & | 
Let me not pull a-Ruin-on thy Head. 
Leave me ta die alone, for I zm fall + Aſo 8 P* mY | 


Bel. Yet raiſe thy drooping Head x for Lani come © 
To chaſe way Deſpait. Behold Where yorder- © © 
That honeit Man; that aithſal brave Demons sls 0/] 
Ish iſtirg to thy Abb — DP a n nabe A 

J. Sb. Dane Ha Were, F 953 bet . 

1890 { Raifirg: beruf aul \boliag Abruf 
Then Heay'n has —— y Prayer, his very Namen 
Renews the Springs of Lie, and 5 — 75 Sul . 
Has he then cap 4 dhe Snare“ e i 

Bel. He has, — Wi N . J AP 15 
le comes unlike to that Damen you h neu 1 Eg 
For now he wens yhur bette- Angel's Form, 
And comes to viſit you with Peace and Pardon. NA. N 
Euter Shore. 53715 A &c bit * 
J. Sb. . Speak, tell me Which, 4s NO bs ou” 


This Pilar Viſion ! See tes 

It is my Huſband <Ah! 
Sh. She faints! her! e ebe 

Sata by Head, while I infuſe this Cordial "Saf R4 PRA 
to her dying Lips from $ Dru N 

Rich Herbs and Flow'ts, the _ forth a | 

With wondrous Force it ſtrikes the lazy Spirits,” 

Drives em around, and wakens Life anew. Re 
Bel. 'Her Weakneſs could not bear * weer ar. 


prizz, 
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Butſee, ſhe ſtirs I And be return: Blood... 
Sens wu to bluſh 8. and kindle. . * 


84 | — Z[/ 21 


. d iſe ber ber 


! What art thou! Belhneur / toofs 
Bel. How fare you, dadyirit noirelors lf] vor e bot 
J. Sb. My Heart is thru d with Horror 
Bel. Be of Courage e 
Your He ſband. lives l Tis he. my worthieſ Rara 
J. 85. Sdill art thou there ann doſt — 
round me! I 442 ao nw 5 10 5 
Oh ſave me, Bellmogy,, from dis «Shade l 272 38 
Bel. Tis he himſelf, ene een — 
77 S., Edate not! 
Oh that my Eyes could ſhut d — t for — 
Sh A Lo hateful then; ſo deadly to hee, 
To blaſt thy Eyes with Horror. ? Since bt grown 
A Burden to the World, my ſelf and thee, | 
Would Lhbidi nger ſurviv'd to ſee! thee more. 
Fo . Oh Mend afield] „Het N in- 
deeds wn a1 
Fall then ye Mountains on moagriky Head; | 
Hide me, ye Rocks, within your ſecret Caverns * 
Caſt thy black Veil upon my Sbame, O e 
And ſhield me with thy ſable: Wing ſor ever. | 
Sh. Why.coſt.thou-turn away ?p—Why. — 7 
Why thus indulge thy Fears? And in Deſpair, 
Ahandon thy dite Qed Soul to Horan? e 
Caſt every black and guilty Thought — 
And let em never vex. thy Quiet more. 
My Arms, my Heart are open to receive thee, 
To bring thee back to thy ſorſaken Home, 
With tender Joy, with fond forgiving, Love, 
An! all the Longings of my firſt Deſires. 
J. V. No, arm thy Brow with Veagtance' — ap- 
PERF: 1+; 0 
The Miniſter cf Heav'n's enquiring ng Juſtice. E 
Array thy ſelf all terrible for Judgment, S 
Wrath'in thy Eyes, and ara ia thy Yong 4; 


6 i 
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Pro- 
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piodounce my Sentence, and if yet thert be 5 
A Woe I have not felt, inflict it on me. 

85. The Meaſure of thy Sorrows is compleat; 
And I am come to ſnatch thee from Injuſtice. 

The — of Pow'r no _ Ty: —— _ Wedknety * 
Nor pro Oppreſſion | umble Soul. 

F. 85 Art thou 21 by Miracle from _ Fr 
Thy Shroud Is fall'n froth off thee, and the Grave” 
Was bid to give thee up, that thou might come 
The Meſſenger of Grace and Goodneſs to me. 1 
To ſeal my Peace, and bleſs me ere Igo. | ang 4 
Oh let me then fall down beneath thy Feet, 1 0 
And weep my Gratitude for ever there: 
Give me your Drops, ye ſoſt deſcending Kathe: 

Give me your Sela ye never - ceaſi ee | 
That my fad Eyes may MN ſupply my Duty, 1 
And ſeed an evetlaſtiig Flood of Sorrow.” 

95. Waſte not thy feeble Spirits IL have s 
Brheld, unknown, thy Mourning and tance: 
Therefore my Heart A ſet aſide the 7 ue a 
And holds = white, 4s „ 
Therefore in Spight of cruel Cher 
Soon as my Friend had broke my Prif 
I-flew to thy Aﬀſtance: Let us haſte | 
Now waile Occalioh ſeems to ſmile upon us, 
Forſake this Place of Shame, and find a Shelter. 

J. $h. What hall I ſay to you p But Tobey. — 

SY. Lean on my Arm ; Ag HF 

J. S. Alas! Tam wondrous faint © * Ad 967 Nos | 
pot that's not ſtrange, I have not eat theſe thret Days:- - 

Sb. * mercileſs! Took here, my Jos, Ivy . 5 

, tes | 
Some rich Confſerves =— . * | 

J. $h. How can you be {6 ode 
Bit you were ever thus; I well remember 
With what fond Care, what-Diligence of Foye,. - _ 
You laviſt'd ont your Wealth*to da me Lale * 
Peeventing every Wiſn: Have 60 ee — 
The coſtly· String of Pearl you brougheme home, 

£3: Ard 
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And ty d about my Neck ?—How could I leave you ? 
Sh. Taſle ſome 5 this, or thi 
J. AI. You're ſtrangely alter dq— 

Stay, gentle Bellaaur, is be not? How 

Your. Vifage is become ? Vour Eyes are 2. 3 

Nay, you are wrinkled too——Alas the Day 2. 

My Wretchedneſs has coſt 2 many a Tear, 

And many a bitter Pang, n r 
Sb. No more of n talk' t, but deft not eat. 
J. $h. My feeble Jaws forget their common Office, 

. My taſteleſs Tongye 2 to the clammy POWs. 

ad nowa g-u'ral Loat WIS u 

os Oh, Tam nc à at eee FRAY . 

. Sb. Thau murd'rous Sorrow! t 

Wo't thou till drink her Blood, purſue her git B 

Muſt ſhe then die! Oh, my poor Penitent, 

Speak Peace to thy ſad Heart. She hears me not + 

Grief maſters ev'ry Senſe—help me to hold her— 

Ente Catelby, with a Guard. 
Cat. Sc ize on em both, as Traitars ta the State— 
Bel. What means this Violence! 
[Guards lays Hold of Shore and Bellmou:, 
Cat: Have we not found you. t 

In Scorn of the Protector's ſtrict Command, 

Aſſiſting th's þaſe, Woman, ee, 

Her Inf unßx ; 

SI. Inſamy on thy Head! | 

Thou Tool of Power, thou Pander to Authority 2 

I tell thee, Knave, thou know'ſt of none ſo virtuous, 

And ſhe that, bore thee was an Atbiqp to her. 

Cat. You'll anſwer this at full—Away with em. 
8b. Is Charity grown Treaſon to your Court? 

What honeſt Man would live beneath ſuch Rulers ? 

Lam content that we ſhon'd die together 
Cat. Convey the Man to Priſon ; but for her, 

Le her to hunt her Fortune as he may. 

J. Sb IT will" not part with him—for me for me! 

7 | 

Td as he is.carry'd off —ſoe fe 10 


2 
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Sb. Inbuman Villains] [ Breaks from the Guard. 
Stand off! the Agonies of Death are on her— 
She pulls, ſhe gripes me hard with ber cold Hand. 


. $h. Was this Blow wanting to —— han 
Oh let him go, ye Miniſters of Terror- * 


He ſh Il offend no more, ſor 1 will die. 
And yield Obedience to your cruel Maſter, 
rum a little, but a 1.ttle longer, 
And take my laſt Breath with you. 
Sh. Oh my Love! 
Why have I liv'd to ſee this bitter Moment, . 
This Grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former ! 
Why doſt — fix thy dying Eyes upon me 
With ſuch an earneſt, ſuch a piteous Look, 
As if thy Heart were full of ſome ſad Meaning 
Thou could'ſ not ſpeak !|——- 
J. Sb. Forgive me but forgive me 
Sh. Be Witneſs for me, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, 
Such Mercy and ſuch Pardon as my Soul - / 
Accords to thee, aud begs of Hearn e few tie z 
May ſuch befal me.at my lateſt Hour, wy 
Ad bing Portion ble or cars d for ever. 
F. Sb. Then all is well, and I ſhill Neep-in Peace 
1 very dark, and I have loſt you no ẽ 
Was there not ſomething 1 have bequeath'd you? 
Bat I have nothing left _ to beſtow, 
Nothing but one ſad Sigh. Oh Mercy, Heav'n! [ Dies. 
Bel. There fled the 
And left the Load of Miſery behind. 
Sb. Oh my Heart's Treaſure! Is this pale ſad Viſage, 
All that remains of thee?” Are theſe dead Eyes 
The Light that cheer my Soul? Oh heavy Hour! 
But I will fix my trembling Lips to thine, 
Till I am cold — ſenſeleb quite, as thou art... 
What, muſt we part then? will you 
[To the Guardtaking him-away:- 
me! Fare thee, well [King ber. 
4 + Now execute your Tyrant's- Will, and lead me 
4:1 To Bonds, or Death, tis equally indifferent. ns 


Ur. 


272 FAN. E 8 H o R E. 3 
Bel. Let thoſe, who view this ſad Example, know, . 
What Fate attends the broken Marriage-Vow : 
And teach their Children in fucceeding Times, 
common Vengeance waits upon theſe Crimes: 
When ſuch ſevere:Repentance could not ſave... , 
From. Want, from Shame, and an untimely Grave. _ 
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6PILOGUE. 
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Spokes he Mrs. Or ori ELD. —_ 


E modeſt Matrons all, ye virtuous Wives, 
Who lead with horrid 1 Huſbands, decent Lives ; 


n ea. 
To fee your $ — _—_ r | 
Ye, make a ce Cuc Mal! ö 


What can 8 your "TE to obtain ? 
This Matter bere was prov'd -, m4 poor Jane. 
She never once deny d it, but in ort, 

bimper d and cry by —_ 
'Twas well he met a kind, g 
Me are not all rag to * 
Lfancy one might ford inthlh od Te — 
dene wwou'd ha' told the Gentleman — 


Have anſwer 'd:ſmart,=»To what do you | 

— OY iw n't ſce a = 

Tell me of Hackney Conthes— Javits 20” 

Where ſhou'd 1 buy: ps PEE, 

Our Wife was of a willy, me 

Itu !— Lords and Mater 7 

—— allew it to be virtuous — 
abe ſubmit thus to your domineering ? 

Mell, Peace be with ber, ſbe did wrong moſt ſurely ; 

But jo do many more wwho lol demureh. 

Nor Sou d our mourning Madam — 4 

* There are more Ways of Wickedneſst 

I. Fus reforming Stage /oould fall to Gaming, 

Il nature, Pride, Hhpocrify, and Gaming: 


* 


* 
9 * 
—— —— — — 
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EPILOGUE. 


The Poets frequent 


might Compa 
and we Forres he Kats 1 * » as 
Ta the Fair 


And kr your Fellow-feeling =} your — — 

bat i our yr ng" eng have ſome. little <> | 
Muft cue need fall to Damning and to gt cr j 
For hex Excuſe tho, 2 11 
That ir the Woman wb not r 3 "IA. 
Her Lover aba a King, ſhe Fleſh and Blu: | 


And fince ſ has dearh faid the ſinful Scure, 
Be kind at laſt,” and pity por Jane Shore. 
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Her ROTAL HICRN ESS 


THE 
Princeſs of Wa LE 8. 


MADAM, | 
FR Princeſs of the ſume Royal 
> BJ, Blood to which you are ſo 
diloſely and ſo hapally ally'd, 
SES preſumes to throw herſelf at 
the Feet of Your Royal Highneſs for 
Protection. The Character of that ex- 
cellent Lady, as it is delivered down, to 
us in Hiſtory, is very near the ſame 
with the Picture I have endeavour'd - 
Aa 2 = to 


DEDICATION. 
to draw of her: And if, in the poetj. 


cal Colouring, I have aim'd at height- 


ning and improving ſome of the Fea- 
tures, it was only to make her mote 
worthy of thoſe illuſtrious Hands to 
which I always intended to preſent her. 
As the Britiſb Nation in general is in- 
finitely indebted to Your Royal High- 
neſs; ſo every particular Perſon amongſt 
us ought to contribute, according to their 
ſeveral Capacities and Abilities, towards 
the diſcharging that publick Obligation. 
We are your Debtors, Madam, for 
the Preference You gave us, in chuſi 
to wear the Br:7r7/h rather than the In- 


perial Crown; for giving the beit 


Daughter to our King, and the belt 
Wife to our Prince. It is to Your Royal 
Highneſs we owe the Security that ſhall 


be deliver'd down to our Children's Chil- 


dren, by a moſt hopeful and beautiful, 
as well as a numerous Royal Iſſue. Theſe 
are the Bounds of our Civil Duty : But 
Your Royal Highneſs has laid us under 
others yet more ſacred and engaging : | 
mean, thoſe of Religion. You are not 


only the brighteſt Ornament, but the 


Patronels 


DEDICATION. 
Patroneſs and Defender of our Haly 
Faith, 

Nor is it Britain alone, but the World, 
but the preſent and all ſucceeding, Ages, 
who ſhall bleſs Your Royal Name, for 
the greateſt Example that can be given 
of a diſintereſted Piety and unſhaken 
Conſtancy. | 

This is what we may certainly reck- 
on amongſt the Benefits your Royal 
Highneſs has conferr'd upon us. Tho” 
at the ſame Time, how partial ſoever we 
may be to our ſelves, we ought not to 
believe You declin'd the . firſt Crown of 
Europe in regard of Britain only. No, 
Madam; it is in Juſtice to Your Royal 
Highneſs that we muſt confeſs, you had 
more excellent Motives for ſo great an 
Action as that was, ſince you did it in 
Obedience to the Dictates of Reaſon and 
Conſcience, far the Sake of True Reli- 
gion, and for the Honour of God. All 
Things that are Great have been offer'd 
to You ; and all Things that are Good 
and Happy, as well in this World as a 
better, ſhall become the Reward of ſuch 
called Virtue and Piety, The Bleſſings 

Aa; of 


— ys —— as a tw. 


DE DICATION 
of our Nation, the Prayers of our Church, 
with the faithful Service of all good Men, 
ſhall wait upon Your Royal Highneſs as 
long as you live. And whenever, fot 
the Puniſhment of this Land, you ſhall 
be taken from us, your Sacred Name 
ſhall be dear to Remembrance, and Al- 
mighty God, who alone is able, ſhall 
beſtow upon you the Fulneſs of Re- 
compence. Ig If? 
Amongſt the ſeveral Offerings of 
Duty which are made to you here, be 
graciouſly pleas'd to accept of this un- 
worthy Trifle; which is, with the 
greateſt Reſpect and loweſt Submiſſion, 
preſented to Your Royal Highneſs, by 


MAD A M. 

Your Royal Highneſs's 
Moſt Obedient, 

| Moſt Devoted, and 

| l | Moſt Faithful 

lil bid r Humble Servant, 

N. ROWE, 


ch, 
en, 
E 
for 
all 
me 
II- 
ll 
de- 


of 

be 
in- 
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THE | 
PRE FACE. 
992 H O” I have very little Inclina- 
tion to write Prefaces before 
Works of this Nature, yet upon 
dP this particular Occaſion, I can- 
not but think myſelf obliged to 
give ſome ſhort Account of this Play, as well 
in Juſtice to my ſelf, as to a very learned and 
ingeaious Gentleman, my Friend,' who is 
dead. The Perſon I mean, was Mr. Smith 
of Chriſt-church, Oxon ; One whoſe. Cha- 
racter I could with great Pleaſure enter into, 
if it was not already very well known in the 
World. As I had the Happineſs to be in- 


timately acquainted with him, he often told 
me that he deſign'd writing a Tragedy _ 


The PREFACE. 
the Story of the Lady Fane Gray; and if he 
had liv'd, I ſhould never have thought of 
(meddling with it myſelf. But as he died 
without doing it, in the Beginning. of the 
laſt Summer, I reſolv'd to undertake. it, 
And indeed, the Hopes I had of receiving 
ſome conſiderable Aſſiſtances from the Pa- 
pers he left behind him, were one of the 
principal Motives that induc'd me to go 
about it. Theſe Papers were in the Hands 
of Mr. Duckett ; to whom my Friend, Mr. 
Thomas Burnet, was ſo kind as to write and 
rocure them for me. The leaſt Return I 
can make to thoſe Gentlemen, is this publick 
Acknowledgment of their great Civility on 
this Occalion. 1 muſt confeſs, before thoſe 
Papers came to my Hand, I had entirely 
form'd the Deſign, or Fable of my own 
Play: And when I came to look them over, 
I found it was different from that which Mr, 
Smith intended ; the Plan of his being drawn 
after that which is in Print of Mr. Banks; at 
leaſt, I thought ſo, by what I could pick 
out of his Papers, To fay the Truth, I was 
a good deal ſurpriz d and diſappointed at the 
Sight of them. I hoped to have met with 
great Part of the Play written to my Hand, 
or at leaſt, the whole Deſign regularly 
drawn out. Inſtead of that, I found the 
Quantity of about two Quires of Paper writ- 
ten over in odd Pieces, blotted, I 
| } at 
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and confuſed. What was contained in 
them in general, was loofe Hints'of Senti- 
ments, and ſhorr obſcure Sketches of Scenes. 
But how they were to be applied, or in 
what Order they were to be rang'd, I could 
not by any Diligence of mine, (and I lo- e 
them very carefully over more than once) 
come to underſtand. One Scene there was, 
and one only, that ſeemed pretty near per- 
fect; in which Lord Guilford ſingly per- 
ſuades the Lady Jane to take the Crown. 
From that I borrowed all that I could, and 
inſerted it in my own Third Act. But in- 
deed the Manner and Turn of his Fable was 
ſo different from mine, that I could not 
take above five and twenty or thirty Lines 
at the moſt ; and even in thoſe, I was oblig'd 
to make ſome Alteration. | 


I ſhould have been very glad to have 
come into a Partnerſhip of Reputation with 
ſo fine a Writer as Mr. Smith was: But in 
Truth his Hints were ſo ſhort and dark 
(many of them mark*d even in Short-hand) 
that they were of little Uſe or Service to 
me. They might have ſerved as Indexes to 
his own Memory, and he might have form*d 
a Play out of them: But I dare ſay, no 
| Body elſe could. In one Part of his De- 
| lien, he ſeemed to differ from Mr, Banks, . 
whoſe Tale he generally deſign'd to fol- 


low: 
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low.; ſince I obſerved in many of thoſe 
ſhort Sketches or Scenes, he had introduced 
Queen Mary, He, ſeemed, to intend her 
Character pitiful and inclining to Mercy, but 
urg' d on to Cruelty by the Rage and bloody 
Diſpoſitions of Bonner and Gardiner. This 
Hint I had likewiſe taken from the late 
Biſhop of Saliſbury's Hiſtory of the Reforma- 
tian; who lays, and I believe very juſtly, 
the horrible Cruelties that were acted at 
that Time, rather to the Charge of that 
perſecuting Spirit, by which the Clergy 
were then animated, than to the Queen's 
own natural Diſpoſition, 


Many People believed, or at leaſt ſaid, 
that Mr. Smith left a Play very near intire 
behind him. All that I am ſorry for, is, 
that it was not ſo in Fact: I ſhould have 
made no Scruple of taking three, four, 
or even the whole five Acts from him ; 
but then I hope I ſhould have had the 
Honeſty to let the World know they were 
his, and not take another Man's Reputation 
to myſelf. 


This is what I thought neceſſary. to 
ſay, as well on my own Account, as 
in Regard to the Memory of my Friend. 


For the Play, ſuch us it is, L leave it 
proſ- 
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proſper as it can: I have reſolved FUE 
trouble the _ with any Ei 
logies ſar m ritiq this — 
— 9 4 bar * vok'd to it. 1 
ſhall turn this my youngeſt Child out into 
the World, wich no other Proviſion than a 
Saying which I remember to — ſeen before 


r 


'y 

it one of Mrs, Beby's : a 
at | | : 

y Va! mon Enfant, 2 ta Fortune. 

3 US * b 5 | ; 
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PROLOGUE 


CY: N 
JI. 


Soken by Mr, Boor H. 


Ei ON 12 


O- nig bt the nobigſt Subject fetlh's our Faun, , 
A Heroine, a Martyr, and a Queen : 
Had the the Poet dates nat boaft his Art, 1-44 
The very Theme fhall ſomething great impart. 
Do warm the gen rous Soul, touch the tender Heart. 
To you, fair Judges, ave the Cauſe ſubmit ; 
Your Eyes ſhall tell us how the Tale is aurit. 
your foft Pity waits upon our Woe, 
2 Tears for ſafring Virtue flow ; 
Your Grief the Muſe's Latour full confeſs 
The lively Paſſions, and the juſt Diftreſs. 
Oh ! cou'd our Author's Pencil juſth paint, 
Such as fbe wwas in Life the beauteous Saint : 
Bolahy your frist Attention might we claim, 
And bid you mark, and copy out 1 4 
No Glance one wanton bt tonf/i'd, 
No guilty Wh inflam'd her fpotleſs Brea: 
The only Love * warm d looming Youth, 
Was Huſband, England, Liberty, and Truth. 
For theſe ſbe fell; — aii tus weak a Hand, 
She firove 10 (ave a blind ungrateful Land. 
But thus the ſecret Laws of Fate ordain ; 
William's Great Hand was by to break that Chain, 
And end the Hepes of Rome's Tyramnnick Reign, 
Por ever, as the circling Years return, 
Ye grateful Britons ! crown the Hero's Urn: 
To his ju Care you evry Bleſſing owe, 
Which, or his own, or fo Reigns beflow, 
The' his hard Fate a Father's Name deny'd; 
To you a Father, be that Laſi upp) d. 


Then auhilt you vicau the Royal Line's Increaſe. 


And count 
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the Pledges of your 


future Peace : 


From this 3 Stock while flill new Gries come, 


22 ph you 
Bright Pri 


Ji the 


ad, and Liberty at home ; 
behold the Brautiful and Brave, 


B b Dramatis 
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M E N. 

Duke of Northumberland Mr. Mill. 
Duke of Suffolk © Mr. Bowman. 
- Lord Guilford Dudley Mr. Booth. 
Earl of Pembroke Mr. Erlington, 
Earl of Suſſeæ Mr. Ryan. 
Gardiner Bp. of Ni mnchefier, Ir. Cider. 
Sir John Gates .-. Mr. Shepherd. 
Lieutenant of the To | Mr. Quin, 


* . 
WOMEN. 2 


* 


Dutcheſs of Sufelk . | 8 Mrs. Porter. 
Lady Fane Gray Mrs. Oldfield. 


Lords of the Council, Gentlemen, Guards, Women, 
and Attendants. 


WE GRAY. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
SCENE the Court. 


Enter yall Duke of Northumberland, Duke of Suffolk, ard 
Sir John Gates. 


NORTHUMB, | 
IS all in vain ; Heayen has ra: 1s 
Pledge, © 
And he muſt die. 
Suff. Is there an honeſt Heart, 
That loves our England, does not mours 
for Edward? 
The Genius of our Iſle is ſhook with Sorrow, 
He bows his venerable Head with Pain, 
And labours with the Sickneſs of his Lord. 
Religion melts in ev*ry holy Eye, 
All comfortleſs, afflicted, and forlorn 
She fits on Earth, and weeps upon her Croſs : 


B b 2 Weary 
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Weary of Man, and his deteſted Ways: 


Ewa now ſhe ſeems to meditate her Flight, 


And waft her Angel to the Thrones ahoye. 
5 MN there, my Lord, Jou touch e N 


Wich him our holy Faith is doom Ao fabled 4 mm 
With him our Church ſhall veil her facred F, 1 yy 
'That late from Heaps of Gorhbitk Rains tole,. | Hs 5 
In her firſt natfve ſimple Majeſt7 : 3 
The Toil of Saints, and Price of Martyrs Blood, © 
Shall fail with Edward, and again Old Rome 
Shall ſpread her Fanners 3 ; and her Monkiſh Hoſt, 
Pride, Ignorance, and Rapine ſhall return; 
Blind bloody Zeal, and cruel Prieſtly Power, 
Shall Grab the Land for ten dark Ages more. 
Sir F. Gates. Is there no Help in all the healing Art, 
No potent Juice or Drug to ſave a Life 
50 precious, and prevent a Nation's Fate? 
North. What has been left untry'd that Art could do? 
The hoary-wrinkled Leech has watch'd and toil'd, 
T'ry'dev'ry Health - reſtoring Herb and Gum, 
And wezry'd out his painful Skill in vain. 
Cloſe like a Dragon folded in his Den, 
Some ſecret Venom preys upon his Heart; 
A ſtubborn and unconquerable Flame 
Creeps in his Veins, and drinks the Straams of Life : 
His youthful Sinews are unſtrung, cold Sweats, 
And dead Paleneſs fits upon his Viſage, 
And ev'ry Gaſp we look ſhall be his laſt. 
Sir J. Gates. Doubt not, your Graces, but the Popiſ 
Faction, n 
Will at chis Juncture urge their utmoſt Force. 
All on the Princeſs Mary turn their Eyes, 
Well hoping ſhe ſhall build again their Altars, 
And bring their [dol-worſhip back in Triumph. 
Ner. Good Heav'n ordain ſome better Fate for England! 
Suff. What better can we hope, if ſhe i 


I know her well, a blinded Zealot is ſhe, 


A gloomy Nature, ſullen and ſevere, 3 


0? 


TH 
* 


Lady Jans Gray. 


Nurtur'd by proud preſuming Rani Prieſis, 
Taught to believe they only cannot err, 


Becauſe they cannot err; bred up in Scorn 1 
Of Reaſon, and the whole Lay - World inſtructed 
To hate whoe'er diſſent from what they NN 


To purge the World from Hereſy by Wand, * 
To maſſacre a Nation, and believe it 

An Act well pleaſing to the Lord of — 
Theſe are thy Gods, Oh Rome / and this thy Faich, | 


North. And ſhall we tamely yield our oma. 


Bondage ? 


ge 
Bow down before theſe holy 


Purple Tyrants, 


And bid em tread upon our flaviſh Necks? 


No; let this faichfub f „ 
Firſt dig my Grave in 
And tho' I ſound but one more thus + wh 


5þ Hand, 
Honour; 


That honeſt Man and I would die together 


Six. Doubt not, there are ten. thouland, and tem 


thouſanld 
To on a Cauſe ſo juſt. 


Sir J. Gates. The Liſt I gave 
Into your Grace's Hand laſt Ni 
My Power and Friends at full. 


North. Be it your Care, 
Good Sir Fohn — to lee your Friends en 


And ready for the Oecaſion. Hate this ws 


Loſe not a Moment's Time. 


Sir J. Gates. I 


North, Your Grace's princely VET N Jane, 


go, my Lord. 


Is ſhe yet come to Court? 


Suff. Not yet arriv'd, 
But with the ſooneſt I 


gh cle 1 


I Northumb. 
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[Exit Sir ]. Gates. 


I know her Duty tothe dying King... 


Join'd with my ſtrict Commands 10 Baſten hither, 


Will bring her on the Wing. 


North. Beſeech your 


1 


- 


To ſpeed another Meſſenger to-preſs her: | 


For on her hap 
Depend, and 


y Preſence all our Counſel : 


their Fate. 
Bb 3 
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Suff. Upon the Tnflant . N 


Your Grace ſhall be obey d. 1 go to ſummon her. 
[Exit Suff. 
North. What trivial Influences hold Dominion 
O'er Wiſe Men's Counſels, and the Fate of Empire? 
The greateſt Schemes that human Wit can forge, p 
Or bold Ambition dares to put in Practice, f 
Depend upon our huſbanding a Moment, 
And the light laſt ing of a Woman's Will: 
As if the Lord of Nature ſhou'd delight, 
To hang this pond'rous Globe upon à Hair, 
And bid it dance before à Breath of Wind. 
She muſt be here, and lodg'd in n Arms, 
E'er Edward dies, or all we've done is marr d. 
Ha! Pembroke I thats a Bar which thwarts my Way ? 
His fiery Temper brooks not Oppoſition 
An! muſt be met with fofc and ſupple Arts, 
With crouching Courteſy; and honey'd Words, | 
Such as aſſuage the Fierce, and bend the Strong. 
Enter the Earl of Pembroke. | 
Good-morrow, Noble Pembroke : We' have ftaid 
The Meeting of the Council tor your Preſence. | 
a mine, my Lord? Bus den 
re, 
To ſay that I am wanted; * your ſelf 
Tre Great Alcides of our State, is preſent, 
Whatever Dangers menace Prince or People, 
Our great Northumberland isarm*d to meet em: 
The ableſt Head, and firmeſt Heart you bear, 
Nor need a Second in the glorious Taſk ; 
Equal your ſelf to all the Toils of Empire. 
North. No; as J honour Virtue, I have try'd, 
And know m Strength too well! nor can the Voice 
Of friendly Flattery, like yours, deceive me. 
I know my Temper liable to Pe ſſions, | 
And all the Frailties common to our Nature 3 3 
Blind to Events, too eafy of Perſuaſion, 
And often, too 700 often have Ferrd: .:. 
Much therefore have 1 need of ome god Man, 


ts 
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e 401 
Might guide my treading our pre Dangers 3 
Ard by the Honcup df ay Nama fwres,:... 25 
I know not one of all our gi Peers, | - 
Whom IT wou'd chuſe ſur that Friend, like — 
Pea. What ſhall I anſwer toa Truſt ſo Noble. 
This Prodigality of Praiſe and Hanaur ?? 
wy 2 your Grace too generous of Soul. 0 nb 
To a — | 
41 
To one, whom his — ontin'd 
The Rival of your Son. Ahr ! 
North. N Then Thought EH 
So much below the: of Virtue. 120 * ,v6 
'Tis true, I look on Guilfed like a Father, rel 
Lean to his Side, and ſee but belf his Failings + + 1 T 
But on a Poiat like this, ben equal Merit 
Stands forth to make irs bold Appeal to Honour, 
And calls to have the Balance held in Juſtice: 
Away with all the Foadnefies of Nature n. 40 
I judge of Pembroke and my Son alike. / ered 1 
Pen. r yeut Series... 
North. The Realm is now at Hazard, and bald Fac 
tions | * 
Threaten Change, Tumult, and eee e 
Theſe Fears drive out the gentler Thoughts of Joy, 
Of Courtſhip, and of Love. Grant, Hevn. the State 
To fix in Peace and Safety once again :: 
Then ſpeak. your Paſhon to the princely Maid, | 
And fair Succeſs attend you. Far myſelf, + 1 
My Voice ſhall go as far for you, my Lad. 
As for my Son, and Beauty be tha Empire. 
But now a heavier Matter calls upon us 
The King with Life juſt lab ring: and I-fear, 
The Council impatient at our Stay. 
Pem. nn Gree! 


wage Neath. 
Old — to me oſt, Deena * 8 
Of — Ide teſty Prelate,/ 


: 


F- 
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Froward with with diſappbinted 

And zealous 67 4 Nome, — — 
SuſpeQting him to favour the New Teachers: 

Yet ev'n in that, if I judge right, he err. 
But were it ſo, what are theſe Monkiſſi Quarrels, 
Thoſe wordy Wars of proud il{-manaer'd School-men, 


To us and our Lay-Intereſt Þ:Let*em rail 


And worry one another at their Pleaſure 


This Duke, of late, by many worthy 


Offices, - 
Has ſought my Friendſhip. And-:yet more, his Son, 
The nobleſt Youth our EIn has to boaſt of, 
The gentleſt Nature, and the braveſt Spirit, 
Has made me long the Parmerof his Breaſt | 
Nay, when he found, in Spite of the Refiſtante 
My ſtruggling Heart had made, to do him — J 
That I was grown his Rival; he ſtrove hard. 
And would not turn me forth from out his Boſom,: 
But call'd me ſtill his Friend. And ſee | ye wen Aly | 
Euter Lord Guilford. 

Oh, Guilford ! Jaſt as thou wer't ent” ring here, | 
My Thought was running all thy Virtues oer, 
And —2 how thy Souk cod chuſe s a \ Partner 
So much unlike itſelf. i lar 5 2 8 

Gui]. How cou'd my — | 1 
Take Pleaſure, and be laviſh in thy Praiſe 1 
How could I ſpeak thy Nobleneſs of Nature, 
Thy open manly Heart, thy 
And in born Truth un to difſemble ! 
Thou art the Man in whom my Soul 1 ˖ Hee 
In whom, next Heav'n, I truſt. 

Pem. Oh ! Generous Voutn {+ + 
What can a Heart, ſtubborn and fierce, like mine 
Return to all thy Sweetneſs ?——Yet I wou' d, 


J wou'd be grateful. Oh, my cruel Fortune 


Wou'd I had never ſeen her, never caſt 
Mine Eyes on Seffo/#'s Daughter! 
Gul. So wou'd I! a 

Since twas my Fate to ſee and love her firſt; \ 


Pem. Oh } Why ſhou'd ſhe, tunnel oder 


by 
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Kah Jann Gravy. 97 
Like Light, a common” Bleſſing to the — i 
Riſe like a Comet fatal n its | 
And threaten it with Min? NH. ab u | 
Guil. Heaven forbid ! | 
But tell me, Pwrbycke,) is it not in Virtue * | 
To arm againſt this proud imperious 2 js | 
Does holy Friendſhip d well ſo nent to Envy, * . * 
She could not bear to ſee another happy; LUO 97; AR Dat 
If blind miſtaken Chance, 7272 I * * 
Should join to favour Guia? 
Pem. Name it not, 
My fiery Spirits kindle at the Thooght, 
And hurry me to Rage, n 
Guil. And yet I thus et 1 207 
I ſhou'd not murmur, — Lotto profper, Ile b. 
And mine to be refus'd.. The” ſure, n. 51 
Wou'd wound me to the Heart. 
Pem. Ha! Could'ſt thou bear it? 
And yet perhaps thou might ſt: Thy gentle Temper, 
Is form'd with Paſſions mix'd in due Proportion, 
Where no one over-bears nor plays the —— 
But join in Nature's Buſineſs, and thy Ha Wy | 
While mine diſdaining Reaſon and her Laws, | | 
Like all thou canſt i — wild and furious . | 
Now drive me headlong on, now'whirl me mw / 
And burry m y my unſtable flitting Soul 
To ev'ry Extreme. Then pity me, 
And — Weakneſs ſand —— ie 
Enter Sir Joh Gates. LE DALE. | 
Sir F. G. The Lords ef * = | 
Wait with Impatience. ase 
Pm. attend their Pleaſure. | 9,4 n © 
This only, and no more then. Whatſoever 1 
Fortune decrees, ſtill let us ell to mig 
Our Friendſhip and our Honour. And fince Loe 
Condemns us to be Rivals for one ringer, 
Let us contend, TERS: g 
With Openneſs and Juſtice to each other; 2 
That he who wins the * to his Arms, 2 


r 
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May take her as the Crown of great Deſert: 
And if the wretched Loſer does repfinecc 

His own Heart and the World may all condemn him. 


[Exit Pem. 
Guil. — — che Ways of Life lie While we 
[ ink #44 7 D 4 1; 0 


We travel on direkt in uns High Road. 

And have our Journey s End oppos d in View, | 

A thouſand thwarting Paths break in upon us, 

To puzzle and perplex our wandring Steps. 

Love, Friendſhip, Hatred, in their Turns miſlead us, 

And ev ry Paſſion has its ſeparate Intereſt : | 

Where is that piercing Foreſight. can unfold . 

Where all this mazy Error will have End. 

And tell the Doom reſerv'd for me and Pembroks o 

There is but one End certain, that is Death _ 

Vet ev'n that Certainty is ſtill uncertain. 

For of theſe ſeveral Tracks which lie before us, 

We know that one leads certainly. to Death, 

But know not which that one is. Tis in vain, 

This blind Divining; let me think no more ont: 

And ſee the Miſtreſs of our Fate appear!!! 
Later Lady Jane Gray. "Attendants," + 

Hail, Princely Maid! who with auſpicious Beauty 


x Chear'ſt ev ry drooping Heart in this ſad Place; 


Who, like the Silver Regent of the Night, 

Lift'ſt up thy ſacred Beams upon the Land. 

To bid the "Gloom look gay, diſpel our Herrors, 

And makes us leſs la'ment the ſetting Sun. 

I. J. Gray. Yes, Guifford; Well dot thou compare my 

Preſence LIE: 

To the faint Comfort of he waiving Moon: 

Like her cold Orb, a chearleſs Gleam I bring, 

Silence and Heavineſs of Heart, with Dews 

To dreſs the Face te ev - Wy 

But ſay, how fares the King? A 
Guil. He lives as vet, ba 

But ev'ry Moment cuts away a Hope, 73 


Stent 


— 
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my 


Great 


Lad Jars Gray: 499 
Great Proſpect of his op ming Leven. 
L. J Gray. Deſcend ye Choirs of Angels to receive 

© TY Du engen FR SF 7 1 


him, 5 ANY peers 
Tone your ms high Strain _— 
A purer Soul, and one more A urſewes, 26 


Ne er enter d at the Golden Gates of BHE b — 
Oh, Guiſru White remains for wretched England,” * 
When he, our Guardian Angel, mall forfake ds? 
For whoſe dear Sake Heav'n ſpar'd a goilty Land, 4 
And ſcatter d not #6 Plagues While EA reign'd” 
Guit, Town my Heart bleeds inward at che Thou lt, 
And riſing Horrors eroud the b ning Scene 
And yet; forgive me, thou, my native Country, 
Thou Land of Liberty, thou Nurſe of Heroes, 
Forgive me, if in Spite of all thy Dangers, 
New Springs of Pleaſure flow within my Boſom, 
When thus tis giv'n me to behold thoſe Eyes, 
Thus gaze and wonder, how excelling Nature 
Can give each Day new Patterns of her Skill, 
And yet at once ſurpaſs em- ä 
L. Fe Gray. Oh, yain | rl. * 
Harſh and ill. wounding evef n % Ear: 
But on a Day like tie, the Raven Note 
Strikes on my Senſe more ſweetly. But, no more, 
I charge thee touch the ungrateful Theme no more: 
Lead me, to pay my Duty to the King, 
To wet his pale cold Hand with theſe laſt Tears, 
And ſhare the Bleſſings of his parting Breath. 
Guil. Were I like dying Edward, ſure a Touch 
Of this dear Hand wou'd kindle Life a- new, 
But I obey, I dread that gath'ring Fruwn ; 
And Oh! whene'er my Boſom ſwells with Paſſion, 
And my full Heart is pain'd with ardent Love, 
Allow me but to look on you, and figh ; 
Tis all the humble Joy that Gui/ford aſks. | 
L. J. G. Still wilt thou frame thy Speech to this vain 


1 


When the wan King of Terrors ſtalks before us. 
When univerſal Ruin gathers round, 


And 
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And no Eſcape is left us? Are we not 

Like Wretches in a Storm, whom ev oy Moment | 

The y Deep is gaping to devour ? 

A d us ſce the pale e 

Wring their {ad Hands, and giye their Labgur over: - 

The Hope'ot l faxſook, 1102 1211 / 

And Horror ſitg om each diſtracted Lpak ; wor 5 19319 12 

One ſolemn r KF" 

And cancels, like a Dream, Delight and Joey: * 

S their weeping Eye. 
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SCENE continues. 


4 | Shs 
vn. 1 


Enter the Dake of Nortbumbeiland; and the Duke of 


— > | | 


Suffolk, 
| g * 75 8 is — aL 
Noth. XV ET then be clear my Heart amidlt thy 
Mourning. 


Tho' Fate hang heavy o'er us, tho pale Fear 
And wild Diſtraction fit on ev'ry Face: A. 185 
Tho' never Day of Grief was kno]n like this, 
Let me rejoice, and bleſs the hallow'd Poke. © mw" 
Vhoſe Beams auſpicious ſhine upon our Union, r * - 
And bid me call the noble duell Brother. 

Suff. I know not what my ſecret. Soul F 
But tomething ſeems to whiſper me within,  - > 
That we have been too haſty, For mp 11 
1 wiſh this Matter had been yet dela 1 bak 
That we had waited ſome more bleed Time, N 
Some better Day with happier Omens ballow' d, : op A 
For Love to kindle up, his baly Flame, T 
But you, my noble Bebther, CS 2232 A 
And I have yielded to .. 8 

North. Doubt not any Thing. | 2 3 
Nor hold the Hour unlucky, that good ol Hoa, 14 
Who ſoftens the Corrections of kis Hand. 

or 
UG 


And mixes ſtill a "Comfort with AMitions, > N = 
Has giv'n To:Duy a Bl Ling i in aur Wed. _ 
2 1 Cc . 
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Fall trickling o'er her "Cheek, bil. hat holy yy Tu 


Lady Jane — il 
To wipe away our Tears ſor dy 
Suff. In as I truſt. G05 
And make my Fears prove vain. But ſee! My Wife; 
With her, your Son, the generous Gasherd comes ; 
She has informs him of our preſent Purpoſe. 
; _ the 8 ＋ Suffolk, and Lord Guilford. 
Guil. How I ſpeak the Fulneſs of my 
Hearr ? 
What ſhall I ſay, to bleſs you for this Goodneſs ? 
Oh! Gracious Princeſs ! But my Life is yours, 
And all the Buſineſs of my Years to come, | 
Is, to attend with humbleſt Duty on you. 
And Die“ my vow'd Obedience at your Feet. 
Dutc. Suff. Yer, Noble Youth, nne, 


Joys, 
In all the Joys which this ſad Day can 
The dear Delight I have to call thee 
Comes like a Gordial tom to my drooping — F 
It breeds with gentle Warmth upon my Boſom, 
And melts that Froſt of Death which hung about me, 
mt haſte! Inform my 1 our — ä 
thy T put on all its n uence, 

Inftrudt thy pd. pay e to ſpeak 3 
To ſooth her rief, and chear the mourning Maid. 

Nertb. All deſolate and drown'd in flowing Tears, 
By Edward's Bed the pious Princeſs 15 
Faſt from her lifted Eyes the pear] 
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1 Guard, 


And fervent Zeal pour forth her lab'rin "Soul: 

And ev'ry Sigh is wing'd with Pray'rs 

As ſtrive with Heav'n to ſave her dying Lord. 
Dutc. Sf. From the firſt early Days of Infant Life, 

A gentle Band of Friendſhip grew betwixt 'em ; 

And while our Royal Uncle pu ge 

As Brother and as Siſter bred 

Beneath one common Parent's Care ; liv'd. 
North. A wondrous Sympathy of Souls conſpir'd 

To form the Sacred Union. Lady . | 

Of all his Royal Blood was ill the 


e! 


Dy 


Laily LMI Gray. 30 
In ev'ry innocent Delight they ſhar'd, 
They funy, and dane d, and ſat, and walk'd together e 
Nay, in the graver Buſineſs of his Youth, 2 
When Books and Learning call'd him from his Sports, 
Ev'n there the princely Maid was his 
She left the ſhining Court to ſhare his Toil, Arn 
To turn with him the grave Hiſtorian's Page, in 
And taſte the Rapture of the Poet's Song ! 
To ſearch the Latin and the Grecian Stores, | 
And wonder at the mighty Minds of old. 
Enter Lady Jane Gray, df 
LY Gray. Wor then oe beerk, my 
Kn N * 


g rere 
North, 2, is he dead f | [v1 2 U 
L. F. Gray | The Saints and Angels have him: 
Dutc. Suff. When I left him, | 
He ſeem'd a little chear'd, juſt as you enter'd;—— 5 


L. J. Gray. As 1 approach'd to kneel 8 
Du 4 


He rais'd his feeble Eyes, and faint] y ſmiling, - *24l 2 4 | 

Are you then come? he cry'd : T only liv'd, 

To bid Farewel to thee, my gentle Coufin, 

To ſpeak a few ſhort Words to thee, and die, 2 

With that he preſt my Hand, and Oh nan BY 

When I am gone, do thou be good to England 3 * 

Keep to that Faith in which we both were bred, 

And to the End be conſtant. More I wou'd,” 

But cannot. There his falt ring Spirits fail'd, 

And turning ev'ry Thought —. Earth at once, 

To that bleſt Place where all his Hopes were fix d. 

Earneſt he pray d; Merciſul, Great n 

Preſerve thy holy Altars undefil'd, 

Protect — Land from bloody Men and Idols, 

dave my poor People from ts Yoke of Rome, 

And take thy painful Servant to thy — 

Then Gnking on his Pillow, with a 8 

He breath'd his innocent and faithful 8 
Ce 2 | Inte 
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Into his Hands who gave it. 

Gui. Crowns of Glory, 

Such as the brighteſt Angels wear, be on him : 
Peace guard his Aſhes here, and Paradiſe 
With all its endleſs Bliſs be open to him. 

North. Our Grief be on his Grave. Our preſent Duty 
Enjoins to ſee his laſt-Commands obey'd. | 
J hold it fit his Death be not made known 
To any but our Friends. To-morrow early 
The Council ſhall aſſemble at the Tower. 

Mean while, I beg your Grace wou'd ſtrait inform 
— HN [To the Dutcheſs of Suffolk. 
Your Princely Daughter of our Reſolution ; 
Our common Intereſt in that happy Tie, 
Demands ouz ſwifteſt Care to ſee it finiſh'd. 
D. S. My Lord, you have determined well. Lord 


Bet it your Taſk to ſpeak at large our Purpoſe. 
Daughter, receive this Lord as one whom I, 
Your Father, and his own, ordain your Huſband: 
What more concerns our Will and your Obedience, 
We leave you to receive from him at Leiſure. 
| [Exeunt Duke and Dutcheſi of Suffolk, 
| a2 Duke of Northumberland. 
Cuil. Wo't thou not ſpare a Moment from thy Sor- 


rows, 

And bid theſe bubbling Streams forbear to flow ? 
Wo't thaw not give one Interval to Joy. 
One little Pauſe, while humbly J unfold 
The happieſt Tale my Tongue was ever bleſt with ? 

L. F. Gray My Heart is cold within me, ev'ry Senſe 
Is dead to Joy; but I will hear thee, Guigford, 
Nay, I muſt hear thee, ſuch is her Command, 
Whom early Duty taught me flill t'obey. 
Bat, On! forgive me, if to all thy Story. 
Thp' Eloquence Divine attend thy ſpeaking, 
Tho' ev'ry Muſe and ev'ry Grace do crown thee; 
Forgive me, if I cannot better anſwer, 
Than weeping-——thus, and thuag——— K 
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Cuil. If I offend thee, 14 
Let me be dumb for ever; nie 


Inform theſe b Organs of m Vos, 
If any Voice from me diſturb thy 
What is my — — ? 


And urg'd bigh Reaſons which import the State, 

This Night to give thee to my faithful Arms, 

My faireſt Bride, my only earthly Bliſs.— . 
L. J. Gray. How | Guilford On this Night ? 
Guil. This ha Night. | 

Yet if thou art refoly'd to croſs my Fate, 462? 

If this my utmoſt Wiſh ſhall give thee Pain, - 

Now rather let the Stroke of Death fall on me, 

nme | 

Let me, ſwept away with 8 — 

Be huddl'd up js Gabe abies ind 

E'er thou Mond- ſay my Love has made thee wretched, 

n | 

* Alas ! I have too much of Death al- 


And want ines chins to fandficetc e 
Oh ! Dreadful Thought, If thou wert dead indeed, 
What were left me then? Yes, * vn; 
Spite of the Bluſh that burns my Maiden Cheek. 
My Heart has fondly lean'd — thee long: 
Thy Sweetneſs, Virtue, and unblemiſſid Vouth, 
Hive won « Plae for thee within my Boſom : 
And if my Eyes look cold] on thee now, | 
And ſhun thy } Love onthia d Day, N 
i is ie 214 
Andy hy Te Sighs for all thy faichifol Vows, - 

thy Tenderneſs with. nought but Tears. 
And yet "to all I have. 
Cuil. I aſk no more ;. | 
Let me bat call thee mine, conſirm chat Hope, 
To charm the Doabts which ver my aud Soul 3 — 
For all the reſt, do thou allot it ſor me, 8 
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My Eyes ſhall learn to ſmile or weep from thine, 
Nor will I think of Joy while thou art ſad. 
Nay, could'ſt thou be ſo eruel to command it, 
I will forego a Bridegroom's ſacred Right, 
And ſleep far from thee, on th' unwholeſnme Earth, 
Where Damps, ariſe, and whiſtling Winds blow loud. 
Then when the Day returns, come drooping to ther, 
My Locks ſtill Alia with the Dews of: Night, 
And chear-my Heart with thee as wich the — 
L. J. G. Say, Wo't thou conſecrate the Night to 
Sorrow, 
And give up ev'ry Senſe to ſolemn Sadneſs f 
Wo't thou, in watching, waſte the tedious 2 7k 
Sit filently and careful by my Side, 
Liſt to the tolling Clocks, the Cricket's C 155 
And ev'ry melancholly Midnight Noiſe? 
Say, Wo' t thau- baniſh Pleaſure and Delight ? 
Wo't thou forget that ever we have lov'd, 
And only now and then let fall a Tear, 
To mourn for Edward's Loſs, and England's Fate? 
Guil. Unweary'd ſtill, I will attend thy Woes, 
And be a very faithful Partner to the. 
Near thee Iwill complain in Sighs as numberleſs, 
As Murmurs breathing in the leaſy Grove: 
My Eyes ſhall mix their falling Drops with ed 
Conſtant, as never. ceaſing Waters roll, 
That purl and gurgle oer their Sands ſor ever. 
The Sun ſhall ſee my Grief, thro' all his Courſe: 
And when Night comes, ſad Philome/, who plains N 
From ſtarry Veſper to the roſy. Dawn 
Shall ceaſe to tune her lamentable Song, 54C ut 
1 I give oer to weep ard mourn: wich * wie 7 
LF. Gray. Here then I take thee to my Heart ſor 
ever. [Giving her FR 
The dear Companion of my future Days e Þ% 
Whatever Providence allots for an 
Be that the common Portion of us both: 107 
Share all the Grieſs of thy unhappy 5 9:12 KR 297 
But if good Heavn have any Jeys in Store. 
V t 2 Let 
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let that be all thy on. 8 
Guil. Thou wondrous Goodneſs lots + m bad 

Heav'n gives too much at once in giving thee, 

And by the common Courſe of 'Thangs- below, © 

Where each Delight is temper'd with Affliction, 


Some Evil terrible and-unforeſees ol” on DD 
Muſt ſure enſue; to poiſe the — nh. 
This vaſt Profuſion of exceeding Pleature. #4 yi 


But be it ſo, let it be Death and Ruin, 
On any Terms I take thee. 

L. J. Gray. Truſt our Fate 
To him whoſe gracious Wiſdom guides our Ways, | 
And makes what we think Evil turn to Good, | 
Permit me now to leave thee and retire ; 

I'll ſummon all my Reafon and my Duty, 
To footh this Storm within, and frame my Heart 
To yield: Obedience to my noble Parents.” 

Guil. Good Angels miniſter their Comforts. to thee. 
And, Oh if, as my fond Belief wou'd hope, | 
If any Word of mine be gracious to thee, + 
I beg thee, I conjure thee; drive away 
Thoſe murd'rous Thoughts of Grief that Kill | thy 

iet. | 2218 
Reſtore thy-gentle Boſom's native Peace, | 
Lift up the Light of Gladneſs in thy Eyes, 
And ch-ar my Heavineſs with one dear Smile. 

L. J. Grays Yes, Guilford, I will ſtudy to forget 
All that the Royal Edward has been to me, 

How we have lov'd, ev'n from our very Cradles, 
My private Loſs no longer will IJ mourn, 

But ev'ry tender Thought to thee ſhall turn: 
With Patience Ill ſubmit to Heav'n's Decree, 
And what I loſt in Edward, | find in thee, ' 

But Oh ! when I revolve what Ruins wait 

Our ſinking Altars, and the falling State: 

When I confider what my native Land 


Expected from her pious Sov'reign's Hand 31-1 0 L 
How form'd he was to ſave her from-Diftrefs,” - - + ö 
A King to govern, and a Saint to bleſs; | 1 + £ 
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New Sorrow to my lab'ring Breaſt ſucceeds, 
And my whole Heart for wretched England 

[Exit Lady Jane Gray, 
Guil. My Heart'finks In me, at her ſoft complaining, 
_ — moving Accent that ſhe wo, 
ves my Courage, flackens my rough Nerves, 
And melts me down to Infancy and Tears. 
My Fancy palls, and takes Diſtaſte at Pleaſure, 
My out of Tune, it loaths the World, 
Sickens at all the Noiſe and Folly of it : 
And I cou'd fit me down in ſome dull Shade, 
Where lonely Contemplation keeps her Cave, 
And dwells with hoary Hermits ; there forget myſelf, 
There fix my ſtupid Eyes upon the Earth, 
And mule away an Age in deepeſt Melancholly. 
Enter Pembroke. 
* dead; fo ſaid the Great Northuather- 
As now he ſhot along by me in Haſte. 
He preſs'd my Hand, and in a Whiſper begg'd me 
To guard the Secret carefully as Life, 1 
Till ſome few Hours ſhou d paſs ; for much hung on it. 
Much may indeed hang on it. See my Guilford ! 
My Friend [Speaking to him. 
Guil. Ha! Pembroke ! [ Starting. 
Pem. Wherefore doſt thou ftart ? * 
Why fits that wild Diſorder on thy Viſage, 
| Somewhat that looks like Paſſions ſtrange to thee, 
The Paleneſs of Surprize and ghaſtly Fear? 
Since I have known thee firſt, and call'd thee Friend, 
I never ſaw thee —— thy ſelf, 
So chang'd upon a ſudden. | 
Guil. How f So chang'd! 
Prem. So to my Eye thou ſeem'ſt. 
Guil. The King is dead. 
Pem. I learn'd it from thy Father, 
Juſt as I enter'd' here. But ſay, Cou d that, 
A Fate which ev'ry Moment we expected, | 


Diſtract thy Thought, or ſbock hy Temper thus ? 


Cuil. 


, 
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Cuil. Oh, Pembroke ! Tis in vain to hide from-thee 5 

For thou haſt look'd into my artleſs Boſom, | 

And ſeen at once the Hurry of my Soul. 

'Tis true, thy coming ſtruck me With Surpriſe, | 

have a Thought But wherefore ſaid I One i. 

[ have a thouſand Thoughts all up in Arms. 

Like pop'lous Towns dilturb'd at Dead of N ight, 

That mix'd in Darkneſs, buſtle to and fro, 

As if their Buſineſs were to make Confuſion, 
Pem. Then ſure our better Angels call'd me hither 3 
For this is Friendſhip's Hour, and Friendſhip' s Office, 

To come when Counſel and when Help is want ings 
To ſhare the Pain of every gnawing Care, | 
To ſpeak of Comfort inthe Time of T rouble, Lindt 
To reach a Hand and ſave thee irom Adverlity. 
Guil. And wo't thou be a Friend to me indeed ? 
And while I lay my Boſom bare before thee, 
Wo't thou deal tenderly, and let thy Hand 
Paſs gently over ev'ry painful Part? 
Wo't thou with Patience hear, and judge with Temper? 
And if perchance thou meet with ſomewhat harſh, 
Somewhat to rouze thy Rage, and grate thy Soul, 
Wo't thou be Maſter of thyſelf and bear it? 
Pem. Away with all this needleſs Preparation! 
Thou know'ft thou art ſo dear, ſo ſacred to me, 
That I can never think thee an Offender. | 4 
If it were ſo, that I indeed muſt judge the, 
I ſhou'd take Part with thee againſt myſelf, 
And call thy Fault a Virtue, ' 
Cuil. But ſuppoſe 
The Thought were ſomewhat that concem'd our Love. 
Pem. No more; thou know'ſt we ſpoke of that To- day, 
And on what Terms we left it. Tis a Subject, 7 
Of which, if poſſible, I wou'd not think; | 
I beg that we may mention it no more. 
Guil. Can we not ſpeak of it with Temper ? 
Pem. No. 
Thou know'ſt I cannot. Therefore, prithee ſpare it. 
Cuil. Oh! Cou'd the Secret, I wou'd tell thee, dep 
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And the World never know it, my fond Tongue 
Shou'd ceaſe from ſpeaking, e er [ wou'd unfold it. 
— — thy Peace with an officious Tale. 
„ howe'er ungrateful to thy Ear, 
It muſt be told thee once, hear it 2 me. 
Pem. — then, and eaſe the Doubts that ſhock my 
Gail. Suppoſe thy Guifford's better Stars prevail, 
And crown his Love———— ; 
Pem. Say not, Suppoſe : Tis done, 
Seek not for vain Excuſe, or ſoft'ning Words: 
Thou haſt prevaricated with thy Friend, 
By under-band Contrivances undone me; 
And while my open Nature truſted in thee, 
Thou haſt ſtepp'd in between me and my Hopes, 
And raviſh'd me all my Soul held dear. 
Thou haſt betray'd me—— | 
Guil. How! betray'd thee, Pembroke ? 
Pem. Ves, falſly, like a Traitor. 
Gull. Have a Care. 
Pem. But think not I will bear the foul Play from thee ; 
There was but this, which I could ne'er forgive. 
My Soul is up in Arms, my injur'd Honour, 
Impatient of the Wrong calls for Revenge ; 
And tho' I love thee——fondly —— 
Guil, Hear me yet, . | 
And Pembroke ſhall acquit me to himſelf. 
Hear, while I tell how Fortune dealt between us, 
And gave the yielding Beauty to my Arms 
| Pem. What, hear it! Stand and liſten to thy Triumph! 
Thou think'ft me tame indeed. No, hold, I charge thee, 
Leſt I forget that ever we were Friends, 
Leſt in the Rage of diſappointed Love, 
I ruſh at once and tear thee for thy Falſhood. 
Guil. Thou warn'ſt me well; and I were raſh, 
thou art, , 
To truſt the ſecret Sum of all my Happineſs 
With one not Maſter of himſelf. Farewell. 
Pem. Ha! art thou going? Think not thus to 7 
; : or 
\ 
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Nor leave me on the Rack of this Uncertainty. 
Guil. What would'ſt thou Further ? 
Pem. Tell it to me all; 
Say thou art marry'd, ſay thou haſt poſſeſs'd her, 
And rioted in vaſt Exceſs of Bliſs ; * 
That I may curſe myſelf, and thee, and her. 
Come, tell me how thou didſt ſupplant thy Friend? 
How didſt thowlook with that betraying Face, 
And ſmiling plot my Ruin? 
Guil. Give me Way. 
When thou art better temper'd, I may tell thee, 
And vindicate at full my Love and Friendſhip, 
Pem. oy ang thou hope to ſhun me then, thou Trai- 
tor . 
No, I will have it now, this Moment from thee, 
Or drag the Secret out from thy falſe Heart. 
Guil. Away, thou Madman! I wou'd talk to Winds, 
And reaſon with the rude tem Surge, 
Sooner than hold Diſcourſe with Rage like thine. 
Pem. Tell me, or by my injur'd Love I ſwear, 
Laying his Hand upon bis Sword. 
[ll ab the lurking Treaſon I thy Heart. 
Guil, Ha ! Stay thee there ; nor let thy frantick Hand 
| ; [ Stopping him. 
Unſheath thy Weapon. If the Sword be 5 | 
If once we meet on Terms like thoſe, farewel 
To ev'ry Thought of Friendſhip; one muſt fall. ; 
Pen. —— on thy Friendſhip, I wou'd break the 
Guil. That as you pleaſe—Beſide, this Place is ſacred, 
And wo'not be profan'd with Brawls and Outrage. 
You know, I dare be found, on any Summons. 
Pem. Tis well. My V ſhall not loiter long. 
Henceforward let the hts of our paſt Lives 
Be turn'd to deadly and remorſeleſs Hate. 
Here I give up the empty Name of Friend, 
Renounce all Gentleneſs, all Commerce with thee, 
To Death defy thee as my mortal Foes _ 
And when we meet again, may ſwift Deſtruction 
| 3 | 
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Rid me of thee, or rid me of myſelf. [Exit Pembroke. 
Guil. The Fate J ever fear'd, is fall'n upon me; 

And long ago my boding Heart divin'd | 

A Breach, like this, from his ungovern'd Rage. 

Oh, Pembroke ! Thou haſt done me much Injuftice, 

For I have born thee true unfeign'd Affectien; 

'Tis paſt, and thou art loſt to me for ever. 

Love is, or ought to be, our greateſt Bliſs: 

Since ev'ry other Joy, how dear ſoever, 

Gives Way to that, and we leave all for Love. 

At the imperious Tyrant's lordly Call, 

In Spite of Reaſon and Reſtraint we come, 

Leave Kindred, Parents, and our native Home. 

'The trembling Maid, with all her Fears, he charms, 

And pulls her from her weeping Mother's Arms: 

He laughs at all her Leagues, and in proud Scorn 

Commands the Bands of Friendſhip to be torn : 

Diſdains a Partner ſnould partake his Throne, 

But reigns unbounded, lawleſs, and alone. Exit. 
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Car. AY, by the Rood, my Lord. vo⁰ were to 


13 | blade | 
_ To let a hair-brain'd Paſſion be your Guide, | 
And hurry you into ſuch mad Extremes, 1 = 
Marry, you might have made much worthy dete. 
By patient Hearing; the unthinking Lord whey 
Had brought forth ev'ry Secret of bi ehe 
Then when you were the Miſter of his Bae | 
That were the Time to uſe him with Contempt, 
And turn his Friendſhip back upon his Hands. | 
Pem. Thou talk'ſt as if a Madman cou'd be wiſe; ., 
Oh, Wincheſter ! Thy hoary frozen Age | 
Can never gueſs my Pain; can never know grey 
The burning Tranſports of untam'd Defire, 4 75 ye N 
I tell thee, Rev'rend Lord, to that one Bliſs, © 
To the Enjoyment of that lovely Maid, | 
As to their Centre, I had drawn each Hope, 
And ev'ry Wiſh my furious Soul cou'd form; 
Still with Regard to that my Brain forethought, ptr” 
And faſhion'd eviry Action of my Life. 4 phe "4 
Then, to be robb'd at once, and vnſuſpecting. 4. X08 5 
Be daſh'd in all the Height of ExpeQation? * ©" _— 
N * e es 
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Gar. _ you not heard of what has happened 
nce ? 
Pem, I have not had a Minute's Peace of Mind, 
A Moment's Pauſe, to reſt from Rage, or think, 
Sar. Learn it from me then; But cer I ſpeak, 
I warn you to be Maſter of yourſelf. 
Though, as you know, they have confin'd me long, 
Gra'mercy to their Goodneſs, Pris'ner here; 
Yet as I am allowed to walk at large 
Within the Tower, and hold free Speech with any, 
I have not dreamt away my thoughtleſs Hours, 
Without good Heed to theſe our righteous Rulers. 
To prove this true, this Morn a truſty Spy 
Has brought me Word, that yeſter Ev'ning late, 
In ſpite of all the Grief for Edward's Death, 
Your Friends were marry'd. 
' Pem. Marrty'd! who ? — Damnation! 
Gar. Lord Guildford Dudley, and the Lady JAN x. 
Pem. Curſe on my Stars! | 
Gar. Nay, in the Name of Grace, 
Reſtrain this ſinful Paſſion ; all's not loſt 
In this one ſingle Woman. 
Pem. I have loſt 
More than the Female World can give me back. 
Thad beheld even her whole Sex, unmoved, 
Look'd o'er em, like a Bed of gaudy Flowers, 
That lift their painted Heads, and live a Day, 
Then ſhed their trifling Glories 4 7 
My Heart diſdain'd their Beauties, till ſhe came, 
With ev'ry Grace that Nature's Hand could give, 
And with a Mind ſo great, it ſpoke its Eſſence 
Immortal and Divine. | 
Gar. She was a Wonder ; 
DetraQion muſt allow that. 
Pem. The Virtuous came, 
Sorted in gentle Fellowſhip, to crown her, 
As if they meant to mend each other's Work. 
Candour with Goodneſs, Fortitude with Sweetneſs, 
Bud Fey; 00 LOVE tt 1300 ER AGO 


Lady JAX I GRAY. 313 
More than the Schools ef Athens ever knew, | 
ed Or her own Plato taught. A Wonder | Wincheſter ! 
Thou know'ſt not what ſhe was, nor can I ſpeak ber. 
More than to ſay, She was that only Ble . 
My Soul was ſet upon, and I have loſt her. | 
Gar. Your State is not ſo bad as you wou'd make it 
Nor need you thus abandon ev'ry Hope. 
Pem. Ha! Wo't thou ſave me, ſnatch me from De- 


ſpair, | 
And bid me live again? . 
Gar.' She may be yours, 


Suppoſe her Huſband die. 
Pem. O vain, vain Hope | 09. 
Gar. Marry, I do not hold this Hope ſo vain” © 
Theſe Goſpellers have had their Golden Days, 
And lo it at Will ; with proud Deſpite, 
Have trodden down our Holy Raman Faith, 
Ranſack'd our Shrines, and driv'n her Saints to Exile. 
But if my Divination fail me not, 
Their haughty Hearts ſhall be abas'd cer long, 
And feel — Vengeance of our Mary's Reign. 
Pem. —— would'ſt thou have my fierce Impationce | 
ay ? 
Bid me lie heed a Rack, and wait 
For diſtant Joys, whole Ages yet behind ? 
Can Love attend on Politicians Schemes, 
Expect the flow Events of cautious Counſels, 
Cold unreſolving Heads, and creeping Time? 
Gar. To-day, or I am ill-inform'd, Northumberland, 
With eaſy Sufo/k, Guilford, and the reſt, | 
Meet here in Council on ſome deep Deſign, 
Some traiterous Contrivance, to protect 
Their upſtart Faith from near approaching Ruin. 
But there are Puniſhments——Halters and Axes 
For Traytors, and conſuming Flames for Hereticks. 
The happy Bridegroom may be yet cut ſhort, . 
Ev'n in his higheſt Hope But go not uu 
Howe'er the fawning Sire, old Dadliy, court you; 
No, by the holy Rood, I 1 you, mix not Was 
1 


1 
| 
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With their pernicious Counſels.—Miſchief waits em, 
Sure, certain, unavoidable Deſtruction. 

Pem. Ha! join with them! the curſed Dadley's Race! 
Who while they held me in their Arms, betray'd me; 
Scorn'd me for not ſuſpecting they were Villains, 
And make a Mock'ry of my eaſy Friendſhip. 

No, when I do, Diſhonour be my Portion, 


And ſwiſt Perdition catch me: Join with them ! 


Gar. I_wou'd not have you——Hie you to the City, 
And join with thoſe that love our ancient Faith. 
Gather your Friends about you, and be ready 
T' aſſert our zealous Mary's Royal Title, | 
And doubt not but her grateful 'Hand ſhall give you 
To ſee your Soul's Deſire upon your Enemies. 

The Church ſhall pour her ample Treaſures forth too, 
And pay you with ten thouſand Vears of Pardon. 


Pem. No; keep your Bleſſings back, and give me 


Vengeance, 10 4 
Give me to tell that ſoft Decei ver, Guilford, 


Thus, Traytor, haſt thou done, thus haſt thou wrong d 


me, ; Pb : | ; » þ -\ 
And thus thy Treaſon finds a juſt Reward. | 
Gar. But ſoft! no more! the Lords o' th' Council 
come. N * 
Ha! by the Maß, the Bride and Bridegroom too! 
Retire with me, my Lord ; we muſt not meet 'em. 


Pem. *Tis they taemſelves, the curſed happy Pair! 


Haſte, Wincheſter, haſte! let us fly for ever, 
And drive her from my very Thoughts, if poſſible. 


Oh! Love, what have I loſt!——Ok ! Reverend Lord! 


Pity this fond, this fooliſh Weakneſs in me 
Methinks, I go like our firſt wretched Father, 
When from his bliſsful Garden he was driven; 


Like me he went deſpairing, and like me, 


Thus at the Gate ſtopt ſhort- for one laſt View; 
Then with the chearleſs Partner of his Woe, 
He turn'd him to the World that lay below: | 
There, for his Eden's happy Plains, -beheld 
A barren, wild, uncomfortable Fields 


He 
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He ſaw "twas vain the Ruin to deplore, . 
He try'd to give the ſad Remembaance o'er ; 
The ſad Remembrance ſtill return'd again, 
And his loſt Paradiſe renew'd his Pain. 
[Exeunt Pembroke and Gardiner. 
Enter Lord Guilford, and Lady Ian. 
Guil. What ſhall I ſay to thee! What Power Divine. 
Will teach my Tongue to tell thee what I feel? - 
To pour the 'Tranſports of my Boſom forth, 
And make thee Partner of the Joy dwells there ? 
For thou art comfortleſs, full of Affliction. 
Heavy of Heart as the forſaken Widow, © \ 201 
And deſolate as Orphans. Oh, my Fair One! 
Thy Edward ſhines amongſt the brighteſt sim, LA 
And yet thy Sorrows ſeek him in the Grave. 
L. F. Gray. Alas, my deareſt Lord! a thouſand Grieft 
Beſet my anxious Heart; and yet, as 111i 
The Burthen were too little, I have added —» © 
The Weight of all thy Cares; and like the Miſer, 
Increaſe of Wealth has made me but more dad 
The Morning Light ſee ms not to riſe as ufual, 
It dawns not tho me, like my Virgin Days, | 
But brings new Thoughts and other Fears Des me 3 
I tremble, and my anxious Heart is pain d, 
Leſt ought but Good ſhould happen to my Guilford. 
Gui], Nothing but Good can happen to thy Guiffor,. 
While thou art * his Side, his better Angel, | 
His Bleſſing and his Guard.  Rg£001 
L. J. Gray. Why came we bither * 1 38%; 
Why was I drawn to this unlucky Place, 


4 s 


* 


1 


This Tower, ſo often ſtain'd with Royal Mood? 10 


Here the Fourth Edward's helpleſs Sons were murder d, 
And pious Meary fell by ruthleſs Glow fer: 

Is this the Place allotted for-rejoicing ? - 
The Bower adorn'd to keep her- Nuptial Feaſt in 7 


Saring with meagre Forms thro' grated Windows: 


Death lurks within, and unrelenting Puniſhment aw 1 * | 


99 2 
. 
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Without, grim Danger, Fear, and fierceſt Power 
85 a 3 Sit 


Methinks Suſpicion and Diſtruſt dwell here, 


| 
| 1 
| 
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Sit on the rude old Tow'rs, and Gothick Battlements : 
While Horror overlooks the dreadful Wall, 
And frowns on all around, 
Guil. In Safety here, 
The Lords o' th* Council have this Morn decreed 
To meet, and with united Care ſupport 


The feeble tottering State, - To thee, my Princeſs, ; 


Whoſe .Royal Veins are rich in Henry's Blood. 
With one Conſent the nobleſt Heads are bow'd ? 
From thee they aſk a Sanction to their Counſels, 
And from thy healing Hand expect a . | 
For England's Lois in Edward. - 
L. J. Gray. How ! fromme! 
Alas, my Lord But ſure, thou mean'ſt to mark me? 
| Gail. No by the Love my faithful Heart is full of! 
But ſee, thy Mather, gracious Suffolk, comes 
To intercept my Story: She ſhall tell thee ; 
For in her Look I read the lab'ring Thought, 
What vaſt Event thy Fate 1s now diſcloſing g· 
Enter the Dutcheſs f Suffol la. 
D. Suff, No more complain, . thy Tears Bo 
more, 
Thy pious Grief has giv" a the Grave its Doe: 
Let thy Heart kindle with the higheſt Hopes; 
Expand thy Bofom, let thy Soul enlarg d 
Make room to entertain the coming Glory 
For Majeſty and Purple Greatneſs. court thee; 
Homage and low Subjecton wait: A Crown, 
That makes the Princes of the Earth like Gods; | 
A Crown, my Daughter, England s Crown attends, 
To bind thy Brows with its Imperial Wreath, 
L. J. Gray. Amazement chills my Vein! What 
fays my Mother? 
D. Suff. Tis Heav'ns Dave! ſor our expiring Eq- 
ward, 
When now, joſt dropgling to his native bien 
Ev'n on the Verge of Heav'n, in ſight of Angele, 
That hover'd round to waft him to the Stars, 
Ev'n then deglar'd my Janz his Succeſlor, 
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L. IJ. OY, Cou'd Runge d0 this:? Cou'd rr | 
aint, 1 57 
Bequeath his Crown to me? Ob, al Bounty 1... 
To me! But 'tis impoſſible! We dream, "T7 
A thouſand and a thouſand Bars oppoſe me, 0 1 
Riſe in my Way, and intercept my Paſſge. Dag 2 
Ev'n you, my gracious Mother; 1 . Ju Wi 
Eer I can be a Queen? ,. | / | naben 19k} 
Dutch. Sag. That, and that only, A 
Thy Mother! fonder of chat tender Name, 
Than all the proud Additions Pow'r can give. 
Yes, I will give up all my Share of eee 
And live in law Obſcurity for ever, 7d 
To {ce thee rais'd, thou darling of m e nen er 
And fix'd upon a Throne: But ſee; thy Father. 
Northumberland, with all the Council, cone 
To pay their vow'd Allegiance at thy ne 
To kneel, and call thee Queen. Koat! — 
L. 1 Gray Support me, Guilford ; | | 
Give me the” Aid: Stay thou my fainting Soul, " iT 
And help me to repreſs the growing Danger. 
Enter Suffolk, Northumberland, Lordi, ard others . the 
Privy Countil. . . .. * Þ 
North. Hail, facredPrinceſs! ſprung from ancient King, 
Our England's deareſt Hope, undoubted Offspring 
Of York and Lancaſter's united Line; 2 
By whoſe bright Zea), by whoſe victorious Faith, 7 
Guarded and- fenc'd. around, our pure Religion, 
That Lamp of Truth which ſhines upon our Alta, 
Shall lift its golden Head, and flouriſh long; | 
Beneath whoſe awful Rule, and righteous Sceptre, 
The plenteous Years ſhall roll in long Succt ſſion ; 
Law ſhall prevail, and ancient Right take place, 
Fair Liberty ſnall lift her chearful Head, 3 


Fearleſs of Tyranny and proud Oppreſſion; 1 2 om) 
No ſad Complaining. in our Streets ſhall cr, * 
But juſtice ſhall be.exercis'd in Mercy, 4 Fr 1 
Hail, Royal 1 ANG | at We en our 8 
"x 
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The Pledge of Homage, and thy Land's Obedience; 
With humbleſt Duty thus we kneel, and own Thee 
Our Liege, our Soverei , and our Queen. 
* 7 Gray. Oh, riſe "I | "Bo" 
My Father, riſe! | [ Suff. 
And you my Father, too“ [To North, 
Riſe all, nor cover me with this Confufion. [They riſe, 
What —_ this Mock, this maſquing Shew of Great- 
nels ? 
Why do you hang theſe Pageant Glories on me, 

And dreſs me up'in Honours not my own ? 

North. The Daughters of our late great Maſter Heng, 
Stand both by Law excluded from Succeflion, 
'To make all firm, * 
And fix a Pow'r. unqueſtion'd in your Hand, 
Edward, by Will, bequeath'd his Crown to you ; 
And the concurring Lords in Council met, 
Have ratify'd the Gift. | 

L. J. Gray. Are Crowns and Empire, 
The Government and Safety of Mankind, 
Trifles of ſuch light Moment, to be left 
Like ſome rich 'Toy, a Ring, or fancy'd Gem, 
The Pledge of parting Friends ? Can Kings do thus, 
And give away-a People for a Legacy ? 

North. Forgive me, Princely Lady, if my Wonder 
Seizes each Senſe, each Faculty of Mind, 
To ſee the utmoſt Wiſh the Great can form, 


A Crown, thus coldly met: A Crown! which lighted, 


And left in Scorn by you, ſhall ſoon be ſought, 
And find a joyful Wearer ; one, perhaps, 
Of Blood, unkindred to your Royal Houſe, 
And fix its Glories in another Line. 
L. F. Gray. Where art thou now, thou Partner of 
my Cares * [Turning t Guilford. 
Come to my Aid, and help to bear this Burthen : 
Oh ! ſave me from this Sorrow, this Misfortune, 
Which in the Shape of gorgeous Greatneſs comes 
To crown, and makes a Wretch-of me for ever. 
Gail. Thou weep'ſt, my Queen, and hangs thy droop- 
ing Head, = ; 


Like 
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Like nodding Poppies, heavy with the Rain, 71 
That bow their weary Necks, and bend to Earth. : 
; See by thy Side, thy faithful Gui/ford ſtands. 
Prepar'd to keep Diſtreſs and Danger from the,” d 
To wear thy facred Cauſe upon his Sword, wott 
And war againſt the World in thy Defence. yada 0c I. 
North. Oh ftay this inauſpicious Stream reren 25 
And chear your People with one gracious SmileQ. 
Nor comes your Fate in ſuch a dreadful Form, 
To bid you ſhun it. Turn thoſe ſacred Eyes 
On the bright Proſpect Empire ſpreads be fore ou. 
Methinks I ſee you ſeated on the Throne: 
Beneath your Feet the Kingdom's great Dogroes''s ne 
J, In bright Confuſion ſhine, Mitres and Coronets. 
The various Ermin, and the glowing Purple? 
Aſſembled Senates wait with awful Dread, I. 
To firm your high Commands, and make em Fat. 
„ You turn to view „ e ar 
a 
And cover 71 the Cares that lurk beneath, 12 12 
Is it, to be a Queen, to fit aloſt, ẽjũj/ 10 
In ſolemn, dull, uncomfortable State, 6 Nm 
The flatter'd [dol of a ſervile Court? | 
Is it, to draw a pompous on Cali 
A Pageant, for 1 vond'ring C to gaze at ? 
Is it, in Wantonneſs of Power to reign, 
And make the World ſubſervient to 25 Pleaſure * 
Is it not rather, to be greatly wreteb ed. 
Lo watch, to toil, to take a ſacred Charge, „* bam 
d, To bend each Day before high Heaven, and- ow, "x 
This People haſt thou truſted to my Hande. 
And at my Hand, . I know, thou ſhalt require em? T 
Alas! Northumberland My Father -s it bot - 4 
To live a Life of Care, and when I die, 
Hive more to anſwer for before * 3 tot N 
Than any of my Subjects? tot G 
Dutch. S. Ev*ry State 
Allotted to the Race of Man below.. 


I 


ls, in proportion, doom'd to taſte ſome — EI 
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Nor is the Golden Wreath on a King's Brow 
Exempt from Care ; and yet, Who. would not bear it ? 
Think on the Monarchs of our Royal Race, 
They liv'd not for themſelves : How many Bleflings, 
How many lifted Hands ſhall pay thy Toil, 
If for thy People' Good thou happ'ly borrow - 
Some Portion from 1 and wake 
To Jing the World Repoſe ! 
Suff. Behold, we ftand upon the Brink of Ruin, 
And only thou canſt ſave us. Perſecution, 
That Fiend of Rome and Hell, prepares her Tortures 
See where ſhe comes in Marys prieſtly Train! 
Still wo't thou doubt? till thou behold her ſtalk, : 
Red with the Blood of Martyrs, and wide waſting, | 
O'er England's Boſom? All the mourning Year | 
Our Towns ſhall glow with unextinguiſh'd Fires; 
Our Youth on Racks ſhall ſtretch their crackling Bones; 
Our Babes ſhall fprawl on conſecrated Spears; 
Matrons and Hu 8, with their new-born Infants, 
Shall burn promiſcueys ; à continu'd Peal 
of SG Groang, and Shrieks ſhall ſound 
rough all our purple Ways. 
br, Amidſt chat Ruin, | 
Think thou behold'ſt thy f Guilford s Head laid 05 
Bloody and pale - 
L. 7. Gray. Oh! ſpare che dreadful Ima 8 oh 
Su-. Ohl wouv'd the Miſery. be bounde chere, 
My Life were little; but the Rage of Rome 
Demands whole Hecatombs, a Land of Victims. 
With Superſtition comes that other Fiend, 
That Bane of Peace, of Arts and Virtue, Tyranny ; ; 
That Foe to Juſtice, Scorner of all Law; 
That Beaft, which thinks Mankind were born for One, 
And made by Heaven to be a Monſter's Prey ; 
That heavieſt Curſe of groaning Nations, Tyranny, 
Mary ſhall, by her Kindred Spain, be — 24 
To bend our Necks beneath a brazen Yoke, 
And rule o'er Wretches with an Iron Sce | 
L. J. Gray. Avert that Judgment, Heaven ! 75 
| | * 0 ' at- 
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Whate'er thy Providence allots for me, I 
; In Merey ſpare my Country. rt ta: wh | 
Cuil. Oh, my Queen! 1 
Does not thy great, thy generous Heart tet. 3 
To think this Land, for berty fo fam'd, 
Shall have her tow'ry N at once laid low, 
And robb'd of all its Glaxy ? Oh] my Country)! 
Oh! faireſt Albian, Empreſs of the Deep, 
How have thy nobleft Sons with ſtubborn Valour | 
Stood to the laſt, dy'd m ny a Field in Blood, 
In dear Defence of Birth-right and their Laws ! 
And 9 thoſe Hands which fought the Cauſe of * 
m, 
Be manacled in baſe unworthy Bonds; 
Be tamely yielded wp, the Spoi), the Slaves | 
Of Hair-brain'd Zeal, and crael Coward Prieſts ? 
3 L. J. Gray. Yes, my lov'd Lord, my Soul is moy'd 
like thine, — 
At ev'ry Danger which invades our England ; 
My cold Heart kindles at the great Occaſion, 
And cou'd be more than Man in her Defence. 
But where is my Commiſſion to redreſs? _ 
Or where my Pow'r to ſave ? Can EZwayd's Will, 
Or twenty met in Council, make a Queen? 
Can you, my Lords, ive me the Power to canvaſs | 
A doubtful Title ws King Henrys Daughters? 
Where are the Rev' rend Sages of the Law, 
To guide me with their Wiſdoms, and point out 
The Paths which Right and Juſtice bid me tread? 
Nerth, The Jud es alt attend, and will at HW 
Reſolve you every Scruple. | 
L. J. Gray. They 
de, Bat where are thoſe, my Lord, that nad the Law ? 
Where are the ancient Honours of the Realm, 
The Nobles, with the Mitred Fathers join'd ? 
The wealthy Commons ſolemnly aſſembled? 
Where is that Voice of a conſenting People, 


To pledge the univerſal Faith with mine, 
And call | 


me juſtly Queen ? mb 
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Werth. Nor ſhall that long 


Be wanting to your Wiſh : The Lords al bas 


Shall at your Royal Bidding, ſoon aſſemble, 
And with united Homage own your Title. | 
Delay not then to meet the general Wiſh, 
But be our Queen, be England's better Angel. 
Nor let miſtaken Piety betray ou 
To join with cruel Mary in our Ruin 
Her bloody Faith commands her to frogs 
And yours forbids to ſave. _ | | 
Guil. Our Foes, already — 
High in their Hopes, devote us all to Death: 


The droniſh Monks, the Scorn and Shame of Manhood, 


Rouze and prepare once more to take Poſſeſſion, 
To neſtle in their ancient Hives again 
Again they furbiſh up their holy Trumpery, 
Relicks, and Wooden Wonder-working Saints, 
Whole Loads of Lumber and religious Rubbiſh, 
In high Proceſſion mean to bring them back, 
And place the Puppets in their Shrines again: 
While thoſe of keener Malice, ſavage Benner, 
And deep defigning Gard ner, dream of Vengeance: 
Devour the Blood of Innocents, in Hope; 
Like Vultures, ſnuff the Slaughter in the Wind, 
And ſpeed their Flight to Havock and the Prey. 
Haſte then, and fave us, whilſt *tis given to ſave 
Your Country, your Religion, 

North. Save your Friends ! 

Suff. Your Father! 

Dutch. 8065 Mother 

Guil. Huſband! | 

L. J. G. Take me, crown me: 
Inveſt me with this Royal Wretchedneſs : 
Let me not know one happy Minute more. 
Let all my ſleepleſs Nights be ſpent in Care, 
My Days'be vex'd with 'Tumults and Alarms; 
If only I can fave you, if my Fate 
Has mark'd me out to be the publick Victim, 
I take the Lot with Joy, Yes, I will die 
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Lady Jane Gr ay. 325 
For that eternal Truth my Faith is fix d on, | 
And that dear native Land which gave me Birth, 
r 1 
and let the T ght Note proclaim +, . :+ 
My Jane is. Engle Let the loud Cannon — 
In Peals of Thunder ſpeak it to A; 
Imperial Thames, catch 83885 the ſacred Sound, 
And roll jt to the ſu 
Tell the-dld-Deey, ard 10 m thy ft y Rocher R 
My Jane is Empreſs of the watry World ! 
No 1 with glad Fires our bloodleſs Streets ſhall ſhine ; 
With Cries of Joy our chearful Ways ſhall ring: 
Thy Name ſhall eccho thro' the reſcu d Iſle, 
od, And reach applaudi e 
L. J. Oy. Oh, Guilford ! What do we give 2 0 . 
Glo 
For Glory! har z Toy I wou'd not purchaſe, & - 
An dale, empty Bubble. But for England ! k 
What muſt we loſe. for that! Since f then my Fate 
Has forc'd this hard Exchange upon my Will, | 
Let gracious Heaven allow me one Requeſt :-* k 
For that bleſt Peace in which I once did dwell, - ; 
For Books, Retirement, and my. ſtudious Cell, | 
For all thoſe Joys my happier. Days did Profe, 
For Plato, and his Academich Grove: ee! 
1 All that I aſk is, The my Fortune "= ay 
And bury me beneath this. fatal Crown: 
Let that one Goqd be added to my Doom, 12 
To ſave this Land yo en 1 ** 11 
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ACT 1v. SCENE 1. 


s CEN E continue. 


Ener Pembroke and Gardiner. 


Car. * an — and es Hour 
Set that Traitor Duke, that pron 
Northumberland, | 
To draw his Sword upon the Side of Hereſy, | 
And war againſt our Mary's Royal Right: 
Ill Fortune fly before, and pave his Way 
With Diſa ents, Miſchief, and 
And thou, O holy Becker, the Protector, 
The Champion, and the Martyr of our "Church, 
Appear, and once more own the Cauſe of Rome ; 
Beat down his Lance, break thou his weed in Does, | 
And cover foul Rebellion with Confuſion. 
Pen. I ſaw him marching at his Army's Head; 
J mark'd him iffuing through the City- Gate 
In Harneſs all appointed, as he paſs'd ; 
And (for be wore his Bever up) cou'd read 
Upon his Viſage, Horror and Diſmay. 
No Voice of chearful Salutation chear'd him, 
None _ his Arms might thrive, or bad God-ſpeed 
8 im 
But through a ſtaring gaſtly Croud, 
Unhail'd, unbleſs'd, l eart he went: _ 
As if his Traitor Father's -haggard Ghoſt, bi * 


Lady Jaxz Gray, 427 
And Sower/et freſh bl from the Axe, | 
On cw — — to Rain. * 
Gard. Nor t engeance loiter 
At Farming bam in 8 lies the : 
Mary, our pious where each Dax 
The Nobles of the Land, and ſwarming Populace 
Gather, and. liſt beneath her R oyal — 
The Fleet commanded by Sir Thomas Jerningham. 
Set out in warlike Manner to oppoſe her, 
With one Conſent have join'd to own her Cauſe : 
The valiant Suſſex, and Sir Edward Haſtings, 
With many more of Note are up in . 
And all declare for her. © 
Pen. The Citizens, * 
Who held the noble Somer/er right dear, 
Hate this aſpiring Dudley and his Race, 
4 And wou Th upon ao this Inſtant, join oppoſe him: 
Coul we but draw ſome of the — Bree 
*** „ own the ſame De 
zn ce Hoxday ara of Authority 
10 want em into Action. For that Purpoſe, 
nos ASSET l — 
o learn what fit Expedient may 
To win the wary Council to our Side. 
day thou, whoſe Head is grown thus Silver white, 
| In Arts of Government, and Turns of State, 
; How may we blaſt our Enemies with Ruin, 
And fink the curs'd Northumberland to Hell. 
Gar. In happy Time be your whole Wiſh accom- 
pliſh'd, 
Since the proud Duke ſet out, I have had Conference, 
As fit Occaſion ſerv'd, with divers of em ; 
The Earl of Arundel, Maſon, and CB 
And find 'enr all diſpos d as we cou d aſk. 
By Holy Mary, if I count aright, - 
To-day the better Part hall le leave this Place, 
ol non ee WY 1 © 
There own our Sovereign's Title, and defy 
** = _ 
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328 Lady IAN E Gray. 
This Place is ſtill within our Foes Command, 
Their Puppet: here. * 


| auen qe wal e a Guard, 


of Seize on enn hoth CoA 3 
; [Guards lie ren hace and Gardner 
192 181 
My Lord, you are a Pris' ner to cke Leng.” | . 
— Ha! By whoſe Order? 0 wi 
y the Queen's Command, N 38 
82254 and deljyer d by Land Gufford Dudley. 
-Pem. Curſe on his Traitor's Heart! > OP, 
Gard. Reſt you contented: _ n 
You have loiter'd , here too long ; hut uſe. your Pi 


= = 
8 
12 
y 


tience, 
Theſe Bonds ſhall, not be laſting. 
Of. As. for you, Sir. | {fo Gardiver 


'Tis the Queen' s. Pleaſure you. ba cloſe conan d:; 
You've us'd that, fair Permiſſon Was allan'dyou; 
To walk at large within the Teaver, net 

You're noted ſor an overrbuſy Medler, 
A ſecret Practiſer agajnſt the State: 
For which, hencefgrih your Limits mahle. 
Hence, to your Chamben! - » + 

Gard. Kaen. entle Pembrale; 2 

I truſt that we: ſhall meet anchlither Lem,: 
Till then, amqngſt my Beads, I will remember 
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ive you tathe,Keeping,ofabeBaings. - 5 
n Leun Part of the Guard; wait: Genn, 
— 3 whiter maſt Lgo ? REY 123 
. This Way, any Lad. Wks 

I obs Enter Gai. 


Guil. Hold, |Capgain.! Ber yay v r 2 Wor 
. or two 49 
For this your noble Tris nn. 3:2 O 12: == 
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Lach Jau Gray. 
your Pleaſure: 


e. Lan the Gentlenefs that was betwixt us 
. s loſt, fo ſwept away from all thy Remembrance, 
þ Thou canſ not look upon me ? 


er 


That he-can ſpeak the Word, and give me Freedom. 
-liv'd Pageant ! Hadſt thou all the Pow'r | 
vain Soul wou'd graſp at, I wou'd die, 


$39 5réꝙ& Fach Joayy, Guan, 
Is aiming at thy Life. nee, # A 


h your 'Pri 7 to my 0 
* 792. d, aßd leave his md Aut me. 
The Officer delivers the Sword to Lord CO 


n ggg, ff with big G, 
. Gallfora, ofering the . —— 


Receive this Gift, ev'n from a Riy 
And if thy Rage will ſuffer ther 5 

The Counſel ofa M Man ange 1 5 7 riend. 

Fly from this fatal — 
Pen. e now | What, Pat dee 


is 


and 
Be ready arm'd to guard thy noble 
The Time, .the Danger, e e 
Forbid me all to . into ee with 
Or I cou'd. tell thee— — 
Pen. No, n 


Thou fear ſt my Ven geance, an Te come to fax 


To make a Merit of th Tons : 
Which, in Deſpite of 
7% 


Nor can my 1 . 


For know th 
Twice gi Feb Pi, Sh a 55 7 comes, | 
To end thy Pageant Fein. r 

Gui, Ungrapefil and. ufa Fal thou, ten bu 


So little, * - acc {7% 

Haſt thou fo 185 0 5725 7 5 Bk] 

Did I then — when by thy Side l- "8 1 | 
And dy'd my mai en Sword in &. ot Nod“. 
But this f is Madneſs all, 1 


Pen. Give ne Sar 4's Geli t Spd 


Lady Jun Gras. 200 
Perba indeed, T. ee 
And —— of the Injury thou haſt done ma. 
Art come w-profter me a a Soldier's uſtice, 
And meet my Arm in ſingle Oppoſition, 
Lead then, and let me follow. to the Fields 
. Guil. Ves, eee hah: ſatiaſy thy Ven- 
+ in SRANCE, :: N Sitia W. A le 
nd write thy bloody — a. y Bon. 
let Death wait Today. B . 
In Honour Name, y faceed T. ä 
beg thee aſk. no more, but hafte from. kene. 
Pens. Works myſuck Manag lurka beneath thy | 
. © WI Yo 27 0 
What Fear is this, which thou woa! awe © wy Soul | 
| with ? ITS T7 yi wy Al; 121274 vb 
Is there a Danger Pembroke dares wok n die ut 
Cuil. 200% par my Tongue a: Guile wot | 
Horror, 

Truſt me this o belive we when Ll thee, | 
N is all A ec mt * 306728 a. | 
F 
em. By L & nnn . - 

Curſe on this dark. ambiguous.Phrade . m2 A « 
If thou weuld'& haue me think thau man ſt T 
Speak with that Plainneſa Heneſty dalia. 1 Boes! 
And let thy double Tongue ſor ence be Ee 
Guil. Forgive me filial. Piety and Nature. 
1, thug compellid, I breakoyaurn:fagred Laws, | 3d 
Reveal my Father's Crime, — blot with, a | 
The hey Head: of him ha gays: me Being, : .-: « {77 
To ſave e Man chen n Salle, cut Dag 
le . 


Read there the fatal, Purpoſe obthy- Boss, 72 
A rag; which 8 my Sul. with wich Shame: and 


_ 
Somewhat that that Darkneſs e eee 


332 Lach Jant Gray. 

Directed to his Minions, Gates and Painer. 

What's this ? | 
(Rach. 


. ch Cares bore the robe 
uam d 10 you at parting ; eſpecially E 
upon the Earl of Pembroke : 7 
will 


taken, j yu ould fd im inch 1 ar Exon, 
| dangerous. alters, nof 
till your Dagger: e reach'd Z * j 


My Heart! Oh, murd'rous Villain! 
Guil. Since he parted, 
Thy Ways - +4 ang been watch'd, thy Ser bee 


Thy ſecret Treaties with the Malecontent 

That harbour in the City, thy 

With Gardner here in the Tower ; all is Known: 

And, in Purſuance of that bloody | 

A Set of choſen Ruffians wait to end thee. 

There was but one Way left me to thee: 

I took 3 we be et recep 

To ſeize upon thy Pe Ew 
Per. Tis ſo—'tis Truth -I ſee his honeſt Heart— 
Gil. I have a Friend of well try'd Faith and 


Who with a fit Diſguiſe, and Arms conceal'd, 
Attends without to guide thee hence in 


Pem. What is Northumberland ? And what art thou ? 
Guil. Waſte not the Time. Away! 
Pem. Here let me fix, 


- 0 Man 
That is not found in thee? Thy Virtues flaſh, 
They break at once on ad ld Soul : | 
— es were drawn, 


To 


renn 


— 


g 
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To let in Day . | 2 a0 26h 109 2 
Guil, Think me true: 3 Neno HA 

And tho' III- fortune crolod open. our RA 
Pen. Curie on our ee eee 

oneſt. a web ailgn't $67 wiotet 4ui*5 bak. 

Cuil. For ever Lcd hear. — Lies 

Oh, Pembroke 7 Ji 1 8175 31s Desi ba! 
Pam, And can leave thee 

F'er I have claſp'd thee in my eager Arms, 

And giv'n thee hack my {ad repetiting-Heart ? 

Believe:me, Guilford; like the ns an Dore, 


© (Embracing: 
It wander'd forth, bat found 4 4” ue 1 
Till it came home dcin o ches. 
Guil. What ig here that my — Sec 
Than theſe dean Mazk5;of thy recarning;« — | * 
comes——— lt 


The . W 
You die, my Pembrote.,,” || 

Pem. Let me ſtay- and: die 5 . (40 
For if I go, Ne ed * * 


Thou know'ſt not what a — fateds;: vw 
That I haye-Gyom;DetruRion-to:the Q 
And pledg'd my Faith, nne plz 1 


My Honour is at Stage. i vino he © u 
Guil. I know tis given. 434403 9524 1 [ 

But go——the — thy Eogs ne, - 

The mates thy here. n Power 22 

Who ſits n Lent; : T 


All that I haue, his\bowneous Himnd.baliawds; @ | - 
And he that gave J n eee em , 1 
If his — Will ordains my-Buin; [1 oy MH = 
What is thete more, hut to fall ä — > 
And humbly yield Obedience !——Fly n 
Pem. Ves, I will go—for ſee ! Behold whe tames ! 
Oh, Guilford hide ane, mehl e m ber Sight :- | 


141 D can seo 10e bid oT 
1— * — | 0 
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But cannot, dare not flay to look on her. 
Thus, gloomy Ghoſts, whene'er the breaking More 
Gives notice of the chearful Sun's Return, 
Fade at the Light, with Horror ſtand . 
And ſhrink before the Purple-dawning Eaſt; 
Swift with the fleeting Shades 8 wag may Way, | 
And dread the Brightneſs of the — ho 

Lu Gui ord and Pembroke, 


Pater Lady Jan Jane, e, reading. 
L. J. Gray. « 'Tis falſe ! The thinking Soul is ſome 
« what more | 
« Than of Atoms well diſpos'd, 
« The Harmony of Matter. Farewel elſe 


The Hope of all hereafter, that new Life, 
« Phat te Intenlect, which muſt ſurvive, | 
„ When is fine Frame is moulder'd into Duſt.“ 


Enter Guilford. 
Sil. What read'ſ thou there, my Queen ? 
L. J. Gray. Tis Plato's Phe der ; 
Where dying Socrates tal es Leave of Life, 
With ſuch an , careleſs, calin Tudifference, | 
As if the Trifle were of no Account, 
Mean in itfelf, and only to be worn 
IT h 
— rn g the Joys tht court, 
2 — , and thy tender Touth ? 
Stil mall he ſoar on Conte ation's Wing. 
And mis with nothing meaner than tho Stars: 
As Heaven and Immortality alone 
Were wntky to excploy kr Peodltit 
CERT Bate bat by N 


Deſerves the leaſt Regard ? Is it not Time 


Too bid our Souls look out, hereafter, 
And ſeek fome better og Place 3 

, Whenall around our Foes come on, 
To drive, to ſweep us from this World at once ?*. 


Gul. 


_— ye 4&4 bt 


neltBY NO Rob on e ta DVNqA9cs , » 
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Guil. Does any Danger new — 5 * 
L. J. Gray. "The faithleſs Counſellon | / 
Are fled from hence, to] join the Princeſs 
The ſervile Herd of Courtiers, who ſo — 
e 

They, W with zealous "Tongues, an ae 
Zeought me to defend their Laws and Faith ; Dr An 
Vent their leud Execrations on my Name, 

4 Proclaim me Trait'reſs now, and to the Scaffold. 

Doom my deyoted Head. | | 


Gail, The Villas; 5c) 5-56 
; y for Slavery, fight for their Bonds, 
had far the Bleſtng, Li like Rain. 


Dab Human Nature, to de th? 
Does Fear or Folly make thee, like the in, 
Fall down before this dreadful Devil, Tyraney, | 
And worſhip the Deſtroyer ? 

But wherefore do I loiter tamel here ? | 
Give me my Arms: I will preſerve my Country, 
Ev'n in her own Deſpite. Some Friends I have, 

Who will or die or in thy Cauſe, ' 1 
Thine and Religion's, thine and Feyland's Cauſe, | 
L. oO 9 all my Treaſure, all *. 

ua 
And wo't thou take from me the only Joy, 
The laſt Deſence is left me here below 
Think not thy Arm can ſtem the driving Torrent, | 
Or ſave a People, who. with blinded Rage 
Urge their own Fate, and ſtrive to be undone. 
Northumberland, thy Father, is in Arma: 
. | 
is $ that long has known A ere 
dull be out ſureſt Safety. 1 
e. 
E ry ren | 


n . 
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Guil. Ha! What of him? 90 
Suff. Is Loſt! Batra d! ! 
His Army, onward as deere , Mank bn ki kim, 
Moulder 4 away, and melted by his Side: 
Like falling Hail thick ſtrewn upon: the Ground. 
Which, e'er-weicanellay er- i, N : 
With ſome few.Followers: ee 5 
But there ev'n t — — EM 1241 - | 
Was 7d, with heavy rt / and: watry "op auen 
To caſt his Cap up, with diſſembled Chear; -' 
And cry, God ſave Qqeen:-Majy;:. But alas! 
Little e avail'd the Semblance of that Eoyalt: 
For ſoon thereafter, by the Earl of H 
With Treaſon he was charg'd,: and thereiarteſied" s 
And now he bringe him Pris ner up to Londen - - a 
L. J. Gran. T ben there . Greatneſs: The 
vain Dream | 
Of Empire, and a Croum 8 before me, 
With all thoſe unſubſtantial empty Forms, 
Waiting an idle Mockeryaround us: 09-0 1 | 
The gaudy Maſque, : tedious, and nothing meaning, | 
Is vaniſh'd all at once-———Why; fare it well. 4 
Guil. And. canſt thou bear * of * | 
With ſuch unſhaken Te "57 
L. J. Gray. Fot myſe * Nan A 1 
If I could form a Waſh for Heav'n to grant, 
It ſhou'd have heen, to rid me of this Crown. 
And thou, O'erauligg, Great, All. knowing Power ! 
Thou, 1 our 'T * N ke'ft em 
ri . 
And forming in the Soul: On zvdge me; "Thou?" __— 
If e er Ambition's guilty Fires have warm d me, n . 
e 4, Jn 
join'd in being a Queen? I took the Sceptre ,. 
1 — this Land, thy People, and thy Alta:: 
now, behold, I bend m ful Knee, 4 
In humble Adoration of thas Mares: « den. 
Which quits me of che rite negus) Tul. 
8 


1 
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Enter the Dutcheſs Suffolk. | 
Dutch. Suf. Nay, keep that Poſture ſtill ; and let us 
join, 
Fix all our Knees by thine, lift up our Hands, 
And ſeek for Help and Pity from Above, 
8 2 Earth and faithleſs Man will give us none. 5 
L. J. Gray. What is the worſt our cruel Fate or- 
dains us ? 
Dut. Suff. Curs'd be my fatal Counſels, curs'd my 
Tongue, 
Tnat pleaded for thy Ruin, and perſuaded 
Thy guiltleſs Feet to tread the Paths of Greatneſs ! 
My Child ! ——1 have undone thee l- 
L. J. Gray. Oh, my Mother 
Shou'd I not bear a Portion in your Sorrows ? 
Dutc. Suff. Alas! thou haſt thy own, a double nn 
Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, 
Who beat the Heav'ns with thy applauded Name, 
Now croud to meet, and hail her as their Queen. 
Suſſex is enter'd here, commands the Tower, . 
Has plac'd his Guards around; and this ſad Place, 
So late thy Palace, is become our Prifon, 
I ſaw him bend his Knee to cruel Gardiner, N 
Who, freed from his Confinement, ran to meet him, 
Embrac'd and bleſs'd him; with a Hand of Blood 
Each haſt'ning Moment I expect em here, 
To ſeize, and paſs the Doom of Death upon us. 
Guil. Ha! ſeiz'd! Shalt thou be biz d? and ſhall L 
Rand, 
And tamely ſee thee borne away to Death ? 
Then blaſted be my Coward's Name for ever. 
No, I will ſet myſelf-to guard this Spot, 
Lo which our narrow Empire now is ſhrunk ? ? 
Here will I grow the Bulwark of my Queen ; 


Nor ſhall the Hand of Violence profane thee, 


Until my Breaſt have borne a thouſand Wounds, 
Till this torn mangled Body fink at once 
A Heap of purple Ruin at thy Feet. 


L. J. Gray. And cou'd thy raſh diſtracted Rage do 
thus ? 
Ff Draw 


— — — — 
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Draw thy vain Sword againſt an armed Multitude, 
Only to have my poor Heart ſplit with Horror, 
To ſee thee ſtabb'd and butcher'd here before me? 
Oh, call thy better nobler Courage to thee, / 
And let us meet this adverſe Fate with Patience ! 
Greet our inſulting Foes with equal Tempers, 
With even Brows, and Souls ſecure of Death ; 
Here ſtand unmov'd ; as once the Roman Senate 
Receiv'd fierce Brennus, and the conquering Gaul, 
Till ev'n the rude Barbarians ſtood amaz 
At ſuch ſuperior Virtue. Be thy ſelf, 
For Tee the Trial comes 
Enter Suſſex, Gardiner, Officers and Soldiers. 

Suff. Guards, execute your Orders; ſeize the Traitors ; 

Here my Commiſſion ends. To you, my Lord. 


(Jo Gardiner, 

So our great Miſtreſs, Roya! Mary, bids, | 
I leave the full Diſpoſal of theſe Pris'ners ; 
To your wiſe Care the pious Queen commends 
Her ſacred Self, her Crown, and what's yet more, 
The holy Roman Church ; for whoſe dear Safety, 
She wills your utmoſt D:ligence be ſhewn, 
To bring Rebellion to the Bar of Juſtice. 
Yet farther, to proclaim how much ſhe truſts 
In Winchefter's deep Thought, and well-try'd Faith, 
The Seal attends to grace thoſe rev'rend Hands ; 
And when I next ſalute you, I muſt call you 
Chief Miniſter and Chancellor of Eng/and. 

Gar. Unnumber'd Bleſſings fall upon her Head, 
My ever-gracious Lady ! to remember 
With ſuch full Bounty her old humble Beadſman! 
For theſe her Foes, leave me to deal with them. 

Suff. The Queen is on her Entrance, and expects me; 
My Br — 18. | mobs; 

Gar. Farewel, right Noble Su/ex : 
Commend me to the Queen's Grace; ſay, her Bidding 
Shall be obſerv'd by her moſt lowly Creature. 


. [Exit Suſſex. 


Lieutenant of the Tower, take hence your Pris'ners : 1 
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Be it your Care to ſee em kept apart, | 
That they may hold no Commerce with each other; 
L. J. Gray. That Stroke was unexpected. N 
Guil. Wo't thou part us? 
Gar. I hold no Speech with Hereticks and Traitors. 
Lieutenant ſee my Orders obey'd. [ Exit Gardiner. 
Guil. Inhuman, monſtrous, unexampl'd Cruelty ! 
Oh, Tyrant! but the Taſk becomes thee well; 
Thy ſavage Temper joys to do Death's Office; 
To tear the ſacred Bands of Love aſunder, 
And part thofe Hands which Heav'n it ſelf had join'd. 
Dutc. ay To let us waſte the little reſt of Life 
Together, had been merciful. 
Suff. Then it had not 
Been done like Wincheſter. 
Guil. Thou ſtand'ſt unmov'd: 
Calm Temper fits upon thy beauteous Brow ; 
Thy Eyes, that flow'd ſo faſt for Edwards Loſs, 
Gaze unconcern'd upon the Ruin round thee ; 
As if thou had'ſt refolv'd to brave thy Fate, 
And triumph in the Midſt of Deſolation. 
Ha! ſee, it ſwells; the liquid Cryſtal riſes, 
It ſtarts, in Spight of thee, — but I will catch it; 
Nor let the Earth be wet with Dew fo rich. 
L. + Gray. An] doſt thou think, my Gui/ford, I can 
ee | | 
My Father, Mother, and ev'n thee my Huſband, 
Torn from my Side without a Pang of Sorrow ? 
How art thou thus unknowing in my Heart ! 
Words cannot tell thee what | feel. There is 
An agonizing Softneſs buſy here, 
That tugs the Strings, that ſtruggles to get looſe, 
And pour my Soul in Wailings out before thee. 
Guil. Give Way, and let the guſhing Torrent come : 
Behold the Tears we bring to ſwell the Deluge, 
Till the Flood riſe upon the guilty World, 
And make the Ruin common. 
L. F. Gray. Guilford! no: ; 
The Time for tender r and ſoft Endearments 0 
2 


= 
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Is fled away and gone; Joy has forfaken us; 
Our Hearts have now another Part to play; 
They muſt be ſteel'd with ſome uncommon Fortitude, 
That, fearleſs, we may tread the Paths of Horror ; 
And in Deſpite of Fortune and our Foes, 
Ev'n in the — of Death, be more than Conquerors. 
Guzl. Oh, teach me! ſay, what Energy Divine 
Inſpires thy ſofter Sex, and tender Years, 
With ſuch unſhaken Courage ? 
L. F. Gray. Truth and Innocence ; 
A conſcious Knowledge rooted in my Heart, 
That to have ſav'd my Country was my Duty. 
Yes, England, yes, my Country, I would ſave thee: 
But Heav'n forbids, Heav'n diſallows my Weakneſs, 
And to ſome dear ſelected Hero's Hand 
Reſerves the Glory of thy great Deliverance. 
Lieut. My Lords, my Orders 
8 See ! we muſt—muſt part. : 
L. F. Gray.. Yet ſurely we ſhall meet again, 
Gul. Oh! Where? 
L. J. Gray. If rot on Earth, among yon . Stars, 
Where cther Suns ariſe on other Earths, 
And happ: er Beings reſt on happier Seat? 
Where, with a Reach enlarg'd, the Soul ſhall view 
The great Creator's never-ce:ſing Hand 
Pour forth new Worlds to all Eternity, 
And people the Infinity of Space. 
Guil. Fain wou'd I chear my Heart with Hopes like 
theſe ? 
But my ſad Thoughts turn ever to the Grave, 
To that laſt Dwelling, whither now we haſte, 
Where the black Shade ſhall interpoſe betwixt us, 
And veil thee from theſe longing Eyes for ever. | 
L. F. G. Tis true, by thoſe dark Paths our Journey 
leads 
And thro' the Vale of Death we paſs to Life. 
But what is there-in Death to blaſt our Hopes G 
Behold the univerſal Works of Nature, 


Where Life till _ from Death. To us the 175 
ie 
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Dies ev'ry Night, and ev'ry Moon revives: 

The Flow'rs, which Winter's Icy Hand deſtroy d, 
Liſt their fair n BAS. Aa... 
Mark, with what Hopes-upon furrowd Plain. 32 
The careful Ploughman caſts the pregnant Grain: 
There hid, as in a Grave, a while it lies, 

Till the revolving Seaſon bids it riſe ; 

Till Nature's genial Pow'rs command a Birth, 

And potent, calli it from the teeming. Earth: 

Then large Increaſe the bury'd Treaſures yield, 

And with full Harveſt crown the plenteous Field. 
[Exeunt feverall with Guards. 
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ACT v. SE NE I. 


SCENE continues. 


Enter Gardiner, as Lord-Chancellor, and the Lieutenant 
of the Tower. Servants with Lights before 'em. 


Lieut. Ood Morning to your Lordſhip ! you riſe 
earl 


| ak & 
| Gar. Nay, by the Rood, there are too many 
| Sleepers : 
Some muſt ſtir early, or the State hall utter 
Did you, as Yeſterday our Mandate bade, 
Inform your Pris'ners, Lady Jane and To” 
They were to die this Day ? 
Lieut. My Lord, I did. 
Gar. *Tis well. But ſay, How did. your ur Meſſage 
like em? | 
Lieut. My Lord, they met the Somanbas with a 
Temper 
That ſhew'd aſolemn, ſerious Senſe of Death, 
M:x'd with a noble Scorn of all its Terrors. 
In ſhort, they heard me with the ſelf-ſame Patience 
With which they ſtill have borne them in their Priſon, 
In one Requeſt they both concurr'd : Each begg' d 
To die before the other. 
Gar. That diſpoſe 
As you think fittin 
Lieut. The Len Guilford only 


Implor'd 


— 
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lnplor d another Boon, and urg'd it warmly ;z | 
That e'er he ſuffer'd, he might ion his Wife, - 

And take a laſt Farewel. : 

Gar. That's not much: 

That Grace may be allowed him : See you toe, | 

How goes the Morning ? 
Lieut. Not yet Four, my Lord. | 
Gar. By Ten they 22 Yer ons Thing 

more. 

You know twas order'd that the Lady Jane 

Shou'd ſuffer here within the Tow'r. Take care 

No Crouds may be let in, no maudlin Gazers 

To wet their Handerchiefs, and make Report 

How like a Saint ſhe ended. Some fit Number, 

And thoſe too of our Friends, were moſt convenient : 

But, above all, ſee that good Guard be keptz + 

You know the Queen i is lodg'd at preſent here, 

Take care that mo Difturbance reach her Highneſs, 

And ſo good Morning, good Laſker Lieutenant. 


1 Lieut. 
How now ! What Light comes here ? 
Serv. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, - | 
If I miſtake not, tis the Earl of Pembroke. - - 
Gar. Pembroke !-——"Tis he; What calls him forth." 
thus early ? | 
Somewhat he ſeems to bring of high Import * 
Some Flame uncommon k indles up his Soul, 
And flaſhes forth impetuous at his Eyes. 4. 


Enter Pembroke; 4 Page with a Light before him. * 


Good-morrow, noble Pembroke |” What i importunate 
And ſtrong Neceſſity breaks on your Slumbers, - 
And rears your youthful Head. from off your Pillow 
At this unwholeſome Hour; while yet the Night 
Laſts in her latter Courſe, and with her raw 
And rheumy Damps infeſts the duſæy Air ? 
Pem. Oh, rev'rend $f my 1 * 
Exults and labours with the Joy it beaps, | WO 7 
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The News I bring ſhall bleſs the breaking Morn : 
This coming Day the Sun ſhall riſe more glorious, 
Than when his Maiden Beams firſt gilded o'er 
The rich immortal Greens, the flow'ry Plains, 
And fi Bow'rs of Paradiſe new born. 

Gar. What Happineſs is this ? 

Pem. Tis Mercy ! Merey, | | 
The Mark of Heav'n impret/d on human Kind, 
Mercy, that glads the World, deals Joy around : 
Mercy, that ſmooths the dreadful Brow of Power, 
And makes Dominion light ; Mercy, that ſaves, 
Binds up the broken Heart, and heals Deſpair. 
Mary, our Royal, ever ious Miſtreſs, 

Has to my Services and humbleſt Prayers 
Granted the Lives of Guilford and his Wife ; 
Full and free Pardon ! 

Gar. Ha! What faid you? Pardon! 
But ſure you cannot mean it, cou'd not urge 
The Queen to ſuch a raſh and ill-tim'd Grace ? 
What! fave the Lives of thoſe who wore her Crown ! 
My Lord, tis moſt unweigh'd, pernicious Counſel, 
And muſt not be comply'd with. 

Pem. Not comply'd with ! | 
And who ſhall dare to bar her facred Pleaſure, 

And ftop the Stream of Mercy ? 

Gar. That will I: 

Who wo'not ſee her gracious Diſpoſition 
Drawn to deſtroy herſelf. 

Pem. Thy narrow Soul 

Knows not the God-like Glory of forgiving : 

Nor can thy cold, thy ruthleſs Heart canceive, 

How the Power, how fix'd the Empire is, 
Which fits confer on generous Minds : 
Goodnefs prevails upon the ſtabborn'ſt Foes, 

And conquers more than even Cz/ar's Sword did. 

Gar. There are romantick, light, vain-gloriows 

| Herd well upon.he Da 
Have you confider'd well u e Danger ? 
How dear to the fond Many, and how popular 
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Theſe are whom you wou'd ſpare? Have you forgot. 
When at the Bar, before the Seat of Judgment, 


This Lady Fane, this beauteous Trait'reſs ſtood, . 
With — Command ſhe charm'd the whole Aſem- 
With gan Grief the mournful Audience tat, 
Fix'd on her Face, and liſt'ning to her Pleading. 
Her very Judges wrung their 1 Hands for Pity : 
Their old Hearts melted in 'em as ſhe ſpoke; 
And Tears ran down upon their Silver Beards. 
Ev'n I myſelf was moy'd, and for a Moment 
Fell Wrath ſuſpended in my doubtful Breaſt, 
And queſtion'd if the Voice I heard was mortal. 
But when her Tale was done, what loud Applauſe, 
Like Burſts of Thunder, ſhook the ſpacious Hall ! 
At laſt, when ſore conſtrain'd, the unwilling Lords 
Pronounc'd the fatal Sentence on her Life; | | 
A Peal of Groans ran thro* the crouded Court, 
As every Heart was broken, and the Doom, | 
Like that which waits the World, were 9 
Pem. And can that facred Form, that Angel's 


Voice, 
Which mov'd the Hearts of a rude ruthleſs Croud, 
Nay, mov'd ev'n thine, now ſue in vain for Pity? 


Gar. Alas! you look on — with a Lover's Eyes: 
| hear and ſee through reaſonable Organs, 
Where Paſſion has no Part. Come, come, my Lord, 
You have too little of the Stateſman in you. 
Pem. L you, my Lord, too little of the Church- 


Is not * * © of our Faith, 

Peace and Good- will to Man ? The hallow'd Hand, 

Ordain'd to bleſs, ſhould know no Stain of Blood. 

Tis true, I am not practis d in your Politicks ; 

Twas your pernicious Counſel led the Queen, 

To break her Promiſe with the Men of Suffall, 

To violate, what in a Prince ſhou'd be 

Sacred above the reſt, her Royal Word. 5 
Gar. "oy and I dure avow it 3 L adviyd her 


*% 


— * 
To | 
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To break thro? all Engagements made with Hereticks, 


And keep no Faith with ſuch a miſcreant Crew. H: 
Pem, Where ſhall we ſeek for Truth, when ev'n Re- Ai 
ligion, A: 

The prieſtly Robe, and mitred Head declaim it? | In 

But thus bad Men diſhonour the beſt Cauſe. H 

I tell thee, Winchefter, Doctrines like thine 0 

Have ſtain'd our Holy Church with greater Infamy 0 


Than all your Eloquence can wipe away. 
Hence tis, that thoſe who differ from our Faith, 


Brand us with Breach of Oaths, with Perſecution, M 
With Tyranny o'er Conſcience, and proclaim | H 
Our Scarlet Prelates Men that thirſt for Blood, | A 
And Chriſtian Rome more cruel than the Pagin. H 


Gar. Nay, if you rail, farewel. The Queen muſt be Fr 
Better advis'd, than thus to cheriſh Vipers, L 
Whoſe mortal Stings are arm'd againſt ber Life. 0 
But while I hold the Seal, no Pardon paſſes 0 
For Hereticks and Traitors. Sr 

| A 
B 
L 


[Zip Gardiner 
Pen. Tus 


To meet and croſs upon this Henkel Prieft : 

But let me _ Thought ont, let me haſte, 

Pour my glad Ti forth in 4's Boſom, 

And pay kin back Life his n ſav'd. Exit. 


The Seout age, and geg, the Lady Jane hneeling, 
as at hee Devotion; 4 Light, er 
Table Before ber. 


Enter N Tower, Lord Gilford, and one of 
Lady Jane's Women, | 
Lieut. ay IIS. © D 
But wait your Leiſure in the Antichamber. 
Guil. I will not hold you long. 


Wom. Softly, Lord! 
For yet, behold, 


| {Brie Lieutenant. 
kneels. "Before the N . 


* — — — HH — — — K — — 
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Had reach'd her middle Space, ſhe left her Bed, f 
And with a pleafing ſober Chearfulnefs, 
As for her Funeral, array'd herſelf 64. 
In thoſe fad ſolemn Weeds. Since then, her Knee 
Has known that Poſture only, and her Eye, * 
Or fix d upon the ſacred Page before her, 
Or lifted with her rifing Hopes to Heaven. 

Guil. See! with what Zeal thoſe holy Hands ate 

rear'd! © | as Treat ey 

Mark her Vermilion Lip, with Fervour trembling ! 
Her ſpotleſs Boſom ſwells with ſacred Ardour, 
And burns with Extaſy and ſtrong Devotion; 
Her Supplication ſweet, her faithful Vows _ 
Fragrant and pure, and grateful to high Heaven, 
Like Incenſe from the golden Center riſe; | , 
Or bleſſed Angels miniſter unſeen, N 
Catch the ſoft Sounds, and with alternate Office + | 
Spread their Ambroſial Wings, then mount with Joy, 
And waſt em upwards to the Throne of Grace. 
But ſhe has ended, and comes forward. 


LO 


Lady Jane riſes, and comes towards the Front 77 the 
Stage. BEE 


L. F. Gray. Ha ! 
Art thou my Guifford? Wherefore doſt thou come 
To break the ſettled Quiet of my Soul? 

I meant to part without another Pang, 
And lay my weary Head down full of Peace. 

Guil. Forgive the Fondneſs of my longing Soul, 
That melts with Tenderneſs, and leans towards thee : 
Tho' the imperious dreadful Voice of Fate 1 
Summon her hence, and warn her from the World, 
But if to ſee thy Gui brd, give thee Pain, | 
Wou'd I bad dy'd, and never more beheld thee : 
Tho' my lamenting diſcontented Ghoſt | 
Had wander'd forth unbleſs'd by thoſe dear Eyes, 

And wail'd thy Loſs in Death's eternal Shades. - 
1. Had 


L. J. Gray. My Heart has ended ev'ry ear 
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Had offer'd up its Prayers for Thee and England, 
And fix'd its Hopes upon a Rock unfailirg : 

While all the little Bus'neſs that remain'd, 

Was but to paſs the Forms of Death with Conſtancy 
And leave « Life become indifferent to me. 
But thou haſt waken'd other Thoughts within me: 
Thy Sight, my deareſt Huſband and my Lord, 
Strikes on the tender Strings of Love and Nature: : 
My vanquiſh'd Paſſions riſe again, and tell me 

'Tis more, far more than Death, to part from thee, 


Enter Pembroke. | 


Pem. Oh, let me fly ! Bear me, thou foi Impa- 
tience, 
And lodge me in my faithful Gui/ford's Arms; 
[ Embracing, 
That I may ſnatch him from the greedy Grave, 
That I may warm his gentle Heart with Joy, 
And talk to him of Life, of Life and Pardon. 
Guil. What means my deareſt Pembroke 4 
Pem. Oh ! my Speech 
Is choak'd with Words that croud to tell my Tidings : 
But I have ſav'd thee, and——Oh, Joy, unutterable ! 
The Queen, my gracious, my forgiving Miſtreſs, 
Has given not only thee to my Requeſt, 
But ſhe, ſhe too, in whom alone thou li v'ſt, 
The Partner of thy Heart, thy Love is ſafe. | 
Guil. Millions of Bleſſings wait her! Has ſne 
tell me! | 
Oh! has ſhe ſpar'd.my Wife? 
Pem. Both, both are pardon dc. 
But haſte, and do thou lead me to thy . 
That I may caſt myſelf beneath her Feet, 
And beg her to accept this poor Amends 
For all I've done againſt her, — Thou fair pollen 
Canſt thou ſorgive the hoſtile Hand that arm” 4 | 
Againſt thy Cauſe, and robb'd thee of a Crown ? 


L. J. Gray. 


Lady Jann Guat, 349 
LF. Cop. Oh F 


Life and the World were hardly worth my Cue, 
But you have neconcil'd me to em both; | | bn 4/7 
| Then let me pay my Gratitude, and ſor i Yn 
This free, his aable, unexpoied Mercy, | : 
Thus low I bow to Heav'n, the Queen, and go 18 
Pam. To me! Forbid it, Goodneſs! if I live, 
Somewhat I will do ſhall deſerve your Thanks: 
All Diſcord and Remembrance of Offence 
Shall be clean blotted out 3 — 
Myſelf have underta' en to be your Caution. 
Hear me, you Saints, and aid my pions Purg 
Theſe that deſerve ſo much, this —— 
N. Let theſe be happy; ev'ry Joy attend them; 
A fruitful Bed, a Chain of Love unbroken, 


: 


| A good old Age, to ſer their — 


Abe Death, and 
my Share of Happieſt | 
Comentd Ul to wait whar they enjoy, x; - nl 
And fingly to be wretched. 3 2M 


Eur lum of the m. J 


Lieut. The Lord Chancellor maT | 
Is come with Orders from the Queen. . 


Eater o end am. = f * 


as 3 Pam, Hal Wincbefter | 
Gar. The whoſe Days be _—— 

By me confirms ber firſt accorded Grace: 
But as the pious Princeſs means her Mexcy * 
Should reach e'en to the Soul aswell as Bod, > 
By me ſhe fignifies her Royal Pleafure,. - _ 
That thou, Lord Guilford, and the Lady Tas, 7 
Do Ar abjure your 1 n 298 

ield Obedience to the See — al 
e Gray. * — , 
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Gul. Ha! Forego my Faith ]! 
Gar. This one Condition only ſeals your Pardon. 
But if, thre Pride of Heart and ſtubborn Obſtinacy, 
With wilful Hands 4 puſh the Bleſſing from you, 


And ſhut your againſt ſuch manifeſt Light; 
Know ye, your er Sentens Mr 
And you muſt die To-day. - - 


Pem. T is falſe as Hell. 4 | 
The Merey of the Queen was free and full. 
Think'ſ thou that Princes merchandize their Graces, 
As Reman Prieſts their Pardons ? - Do they barter, _ 
Screw up, like you, the Buyer to a Price, 
And doubly fell what was deſign'd a Gift ? 
Gar. 5 Lord, this Language ill beſeems your . 
neſs 
Nor come I here to bandy Words with Madmen: 
Behold the Royal Signet of the Queen, 
Which amply 1 her Meaning. You, the pris ners, 
Have heard at large its Purport, and muſt inſtantly 
Reſolve upon the Choice of Life or Death. . 
Pem. Curſe on—But wherefore do I loiter here Nan 
I'll to the Queen this Moment, and there know 
What *tis the Miſchiet-making Prieſt intends. [Exiz, 
Gar. Your Wiſdom points you out a proper Courſe. 
A Word with you, Lieutenant. [Tatts with Lieut. ger 
Guil. Muſt we part then ? 
Where are thoſe Hopes that latter d us but nowz 
- Thoſe Joys, that like the Spring with all its Flow'rs, 
Pour'd out their Pleaſures every where around us 4 
In one poor Minute gone, et once they wither'd, 
And left their Place all deſolate behind em. 
L. J. Gray. Such is nene e , and ſuch the 
| Certainty | : 
Of all the .boaſted Bleflings i it beſtown : : 
Then, Gai/ford, let us have no more to do with t; 
Think only how to leave it as we oughlt. 
But truſt ro: more, and be deceiv d no more. 
Cuil. Ves, { will copy thy divine Example, 
| And tread che Paths ere out by the: 


%- 


By 


\ 
4 
| 
F 
1 
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By thee inſtructed, to the fatal eck af 6 
bend my Head with Joy, and think. it r. 
To give my Life a Ranſom for my Faith. 
From thee, thou Angel of 9 Heart, I org 
_ greateſt, hardeſt Taſk; to part with thee. 
L. F. Gray. Oh, glorioully we” Fe Heav' n is _ 
Witneſs, * 
My Heart rejoices in thee more +ven now, | 
Thus conſtant as thou art in Death, thus faithful, 
Than when the holy Prieſt firſt join'd our Hands; 
And knit the ſacred Knot of Bridal Lobe. 
Gar. The Day wears faſt; "Lore _— have you 
thought ? 
Will you lay hold on Life ; "Ne 
Guil. What are the Terms? 
Gar. Death, or the "Maſs, attend foe 
Guz!. Tis determin'd : 
Leid to the Scaffold. 
Gar. Bear him to his Fate. 
Guil. Oh, let me fold thee once more in my Anas, 
Thou deareſt Treaſure of my Heart; and print 
A dying Huſbatd's Kiſs upon thy Lip! | | 
Shall we not live again, ev'a in theſs Forms Þ Ls | 
Shall J not gaze upon thee with theſe Eyes??? 
L. J. Grey. Oh! wherefore doſt thou foorh me wit" 
thy Softneſs Þ- © | 
Why doſt thou wind thyſelf about my — 19 
And make this Separation painful to us? tif 
Here break we off at once; and let ano * 
Forgetting Ceremony, like two Friends | * 
That have a little Bus'neſs to be done, Nn 
Take a ſhort Leave, and haſte to meet again. 
Guil. Reſt on that Hope, my Soul my Wife— | 9 
L. J. Gray. No more. g 
Guil. My 8 Sight hangs on thee———Oh!. rr, me 
eav'n, 
In this laſt, Pang and let us meet in Bliſs. 
[Guilford is kd off by the c 
L. J. Gray. n bear this Stroke ? 
Gg 2 Mem. 


* 
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Mom. Alas! ſhe faints ———— [Supporting 
e 9 rn err 


is paſt, 

And all the Bitterneſs of Death is over. 

Gar. Here let the dreadful Hand of Vengeance ftay 11 
Have Pity on your Vouth and blooming Beauty: 
Caſt not away the Good which Heav'n beſtows: 
Time may have many Vears in Store ſor you, 
All crown'd with fair Proſperit: Your Huſband, | 
Has periſh'd in Perverſeneſs. 

L. J. Gray. Ceaſe, thou Raven; 
Nor violate, with thy profaner Malice, 
My bleeding Gui/ford's Ghoſt——*Tis gone, tis bonn: 
But lingers * the Wing, and waits for me. ö 


The Scene draws, and diſcovart @ Scaffold hung with Mack, 
Executioner and — 


And ſee, my Journey's End. nes eee 2 

1 Vom. My deareſt Lady. [ Weeping. 

2 Wim. Oh, Miſery ! | IT» 

L. F. Gray. Forbear, my — Maids, g 
Nor wound my Peace with fruitleſs Lamentations ; 
The good and gracious Hand of Providence 
Shall raife you better Friends than I have been. 

1 Wom. Oh, 4 never | _ 

L. F. Gray. to diſar⸗ 
And fit me for Fang ts — * hft ding 

And do it chesrfully. Now you will fee | 
Your poor unhappy Miſtreſs fleep in Pesce. ; 
And ceaſe from all her Sorrows. "Theſe few Trifles, 
The Pledges'of a dying Miſtreſs* Love, | © 
Receive and ſhare among you. Thou, Marie. [To 1 Won. 
Haſt been my old, my very faithful Servant; 
la dear Remembrance of thy Love, I leave thee 
This Book, the Law of everlaſting Truth: ' 
Make it thy Treafute till : "twas my Support © 
When all Helps elſe forſook me. 
| Gar. Will you yet © ee 


3 * | Repent, 


Lady JANE Gray. 353 
Repent, be wiſe, and ſave your precious Liſe? 
N. 2 Oh, Wincheſter ! bas Learning taught thes 


To barter Truth for Life ? 
Gar. Miſtaken Folly ! | 
You toil and trayel — your own Perdition, 41 
And die for damned Errors. | A 
L. J. Gray. Who judge rightly, La: tt 
And who perſiſt in Error, will be known, 
Then, when we meet again. Once more, Farewel. 
[To ber 2 
Goodneſs be ever with you, When I'm dead, 
Intreat they do no rude diſhoneſt Wrong 
To my cold headleſs Corple! but ſee it ſhrouded, 
A And decent laid in Earth. 
Gar. Wo't thou then die? 
Thy Blood be on thy Head. 
L. J. ; on My Blood be where itfalls, let the Earth. 
1 | ide it, 
And may it never riſe, or call for Vengeance: 
Oh, that it were the laſt ſhall fall a Victim 
To Zeal's inhuman Wrath l. Thou gracious Heaven, 
Hear, and defend at length thy ſuffering People; 
Raiſe up a Monarch of the Royal Blood, 
Brave, Pious, Equitable, Wiſe, and Good: 
In thy due Seaſon let the Hero come, 
To ſave thy Altars from the Rage of Rome : 
Long let him reign to bleſs the reſcu'd Land, 
And deal out Juſtice with a Tighteous Hand. 
And when he fails, Oh may le feave a Son, 
| With equal Virttues to adorn his Throne; 
n. To lateſt Times the Bleſſings to convey, 
And guard that Faith for which I die To-day. 
Lady e up to —_ The Scene eiii. 


Enter Pembroke 


Pim. Horror on Horror! Blaſted be the Hand: 
nt, That * my Guifford! Oh ! his bleeding. Trunk 


8 83 
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Shall live in theſ: diſtracted Eyes fot ever. 8 
Curſe an thy fatal Arts, thy cruel Counſels! [o Gard. 
The Queen is deaf, and pitylels as thou art. 
Gar. The juſt Reward of Hereſy and Treaſon 
Is fallen upon 'em both, for their vain Obſtinacy ; 
Untimely Death, with Infamy on Earth, 
And everlaſting Puniſhment hereafter. | 
Pem. And canſt thou tell? Who gave thee to explore 
The ſecret Purpoſes of Heaven, or taught thee \ 
To fet àa Bound to Mercy unconfined f | 
But know, thou proud perverſely judging Winche/er, 
Howe'er your hard imperious Cenfures has: 
And portion out our Lot in Worlds to come ; 
Thoſe, who with honeſt Hearts purſue the Right, 
And follow faithfully Truth's ſacred Light, | 
Tho' ſuffering here, ſhall from their Sorrows ceaſe, 
ReR with the Saints, and dwell in endleſs Peace. 
Fas Djs Wy 5  [Exrunt Onnes. 
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HE Palms of Virtue Heroes oft hade worn ; 
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Spoken by Mrs. PoR T ER. 


Thoſe Wreaths To-night, a female Brow adm. 


The deflin'd Saint, unfortunately brave, 
Sunk with thoſe Altars which ſhe firove to ſave. 
Greatly ſhe dar d to prop the juſler Side, bs 
As greath with her adverſe Fate comply ]  . 
Dil all that Haan could aſk, refign d and ; 
Dy'd for the Land for which ſb wiſh d to l. 
And gain d that Liberty ſhe cou'd not give. b 
Oh, happy Profile! of WY wh, _ a 


On whom ſo many better. Ae finite ; © 
For you, kind Heav'n new Hr fill ſupplies, 
Bids other Saints, and other Guardians riſe : 

For you, the faireſt of ber Sex is come, 4 
Adopts our Britain, and forgets her Home. 

For Truth and Tou, the: Heroine declines | 
Auſtria's proud Eagles, and tbe Indian Mines. 
What Senſe of ſuch a Bounty can be ſhown ! 

But Heary'n muſt make the vaſt Reward ils own, 
And Stars ſhall join to make her future Crown. 
Tour Gratitude, with Baſe may be expreſs'd ; - 


Strive but to be, what ſhe. would make you, blejs'd. 


Let not wile Faction wex the vulgar Ear 

With fond Surmiſe, and falſe affected Fear : 
Confirm but to yourſelves the giving Good ; - 
"Tit all ſhe aſks, for all ſhe bas bello d. 


- 
— 
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c 
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EPILOGUE. 


2 ev, ee, To-day, 

* And with fuch Thanks our Author's Paint repay. + 
F from theſe Scenes, to guard Faith you learn, 
for our Laws you ſhew a juſt Concern ; 

if you are taught to dread a Popiſh Rei 
Dur beautrous Patriot has not dy'd in dain. 


—— 


Ad breaths her 
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To 
Lady FANE 0 
Sent by an unkown Hand. 


HEN in Rebar apts Geof 
» UE 8 Mer RN 
aongeauce duet Ambitions Fate aberar, 


42 Ti ants — to jet aue Nations frees of le ace” 
The) t Muſe ſaddent rach diftreſſid Scene,” m—_— n 
Unnou'd i iy Breaf, and ery Face rem 3 — 
The m:urnful Lines na tender Heart abb. 9 
Compaſſion is to ſuſf ring Goodneſs dur. e 
The Poet your Attention begs once more, 


To attons for Characters here drawn — 3 
No Royal Miſtreſi ——— oe 
Stage F 
No lovely Fair, by jaft- — TVon, 

Lays dooon the Load of Life, when — Jour, 
Nobly to bear the Changes of our State,, 
To fland unmov'd again the Storms of Fatt, * 

A brave Contempt of Life and Grandeur bf! ; 
Such glorious Toils a Femalt Name can boaſt. 

Our Author draws not Beauty's heavenly Smile, 
T' invite our Wiſhes, and cur Hearts beguile : 


Nov 


PROLOGUE. 


V ſoft Enchantments languiſh in her Eye, 
0 Jade, or fie Prin "Roſe die.” 2 
' Bf nobler Paſſion ev'ry Breaft muſt mob , 
Than youthful Rapturer, or the Je of Love; + 
A Mind unc hang d, ſuperior to a Crown, 
Bravehly defies the angry Tyrant's Frown ; 
The Jame, if Fortune finks, or mounts on high, 
Or if the World's extended Ruins lie: 
With gen'rous Scorn ſhe lays the Sceptre drwyn ; 
Great Souls ſhine Brig bteſl by Misfortunes frown > 
With patient Courage ſhe ſuſlains the Blow, 
And triumphs o'er Variety of Wee. 
Through ew'ry Scene the ſad Difireſs is neu: 
How Ts feign'd Life does repreſent the true ! 
Unhappy Age] who views the bloody Stain, 
But muft with Tears record Maria's Reign “ 
When Zeal by Doctrine Jatter'd lawlef; 2 uh, 
Inſtruted by Religion's Voice to kill, 

Ye Britiſh Fazr ! lament in filent Woe ; : 
Let ev Eye with tender Pity flow ; 
The lovely. Form through falling Draps will ſaem 
Like flow'ry Shadews of the filuer Stream. 
Thut Beauty, Heaw'n's fweet' Ornament, ſhall prove 
Pet ro Log 

t your oman's 

The Fops will languiſh here another Ns, 8 


No Compueft from — 2 —— tar 3 
She only kill, 3 — 
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Sed quid opus teneras mordaci radere vero 
Auriculas? Videſts, ne majorum tibi forte 
Limina frigeſcant ; ſonat hic de nare canina | 
Litera, Perſ. Sat. 1. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


Y OU, avho in furious Factions take Delight, 

Know, you are not to be regal d to-night ; 

Theſe Scenes do no one ſparring Blow afford, 

But Peace and Moderation is the Word : \ 

No Side, nor Man on either Side is hit, | 

We fingle out no Courtier, Clown, or Cit, b 

And if you're angry, tis all wrong, you're bit. 

Nor let the wwell bred Man, of Parts and Taſte, 

Look ſharp for Dainties at a Country Feafft ; 

Eæpect no ſprightly Turns, nor Language here, 

But reft contented with your homely Chear, 

"Tis ſuch as we could get at Croydon Fair. 

Our Men of Mirth have never been at Court, 

Where Beaux and Belles, and gentler Wits refort, 

Biters indeed ! and of the better fort. 

To bare bambou ling wwe may chance pretend, 

Or by the Chriſten Name to catch @ Friend; 

But to ſome happier Wit we leave to tell, 

Of thoſe who in true Biting moſt excel. 

For that great Work old Bards ſhall riſe again, 

And the Sicilian Maids renew the ly Strain. 
Let not a Rival Writer flir up Spight © * 

In you, who judge of Comedy, or write ; | WEE 

For tho fond Parents en their Offſpring doat, = 

And ev'ry Ideet Author loves the Brat he got; 

Yet ours gives 2 up his Petit Piece, 

And favears that you may uſe it as you pleaſe : 

Nay, ſhould you take his Drolling in good part, 8 


He owns this only as a youthful Start, 

And ſets no Claim up to the Comich Art. 
So awhen keen Patriots purſue the Chace. 
The Shifting Stateſman yields, and ſues for Grate, 

And to preſerve his Carcaſe quits his Place. | 
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Spoken by Mrs,  Bracegirdle. 


3 {s 


F all the Tang xabich the. Poet ighans;. U l 

8 Thoſe Funds i Verge, vo ne fo oo — 
As) Prologues and u. ER Rent. 

So nam mighty Hits. ave gene Mm 

4 ve rifled-all bpe 6 Maes anne See 
Like Congu'ring. Armies thno' the. Prowintr yuayid, 

Swept all, 2 it uin d. vu, Ade,. 

Yet, Conſcientious 757 aun il demand * — 

Lee Contributions from the coretchad Lend 4. 

25 that. aue e Purſue te Thame, | 

you dagy, te t, dw erp ory 


Boll Satire, thes you: Lid parenit «to tha TEE 
Satire, that 31 n — — ) *. 0 
Then to be pleas'd ond. . \y 
They got Inſirufion, aud 2. 

Then 5 — Verſe. to. cio ber Sex 
And charm'd the Hair, aud dt 1 — Kals 4 in 2. 
But now, for Ragſoms r | 
Pour Fathers Mit and n x 
Hither ye Herd e nan cen 
Prologue and Efilogue, 

Your ancient Foes, are 3 8 ak; — 


Ne Women, think. it bard, when 2. — 
That take away our. Privilege do weil :!: 
ids, Wives and Miſreſſes, affert uh Cauſe, | 
Is ſpight of Reformation. a Darn Þ 4 
9% the" the cunſur d Stage an Tales u i 
77 uin Darf and n NaN 


Hence - 


20 N 15 


W / % Soo G9 fr 


Let no ill natur 4 Shs per ip: 2 
What bideaus ill dreſi Tig. ſaw that Day: 
Let envious Uglineſs no me neprowe 


Fr i ack ab 1 00 r 
Let Satire & 1 belt Subj i" Mane. 
Tell Laure 25 


2868 An 
Squire,” and wretched Cite, 
Dif playing Paers,. an An e Wits 4 
Tha ſo roar . Friend Loma 
« 4, c 
e Fool of #0 oy 2 — Fan, et 
And be the - 12 * 
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Sir Wauthy Tallapoy, An Faſt India? + 
Merchant, very Rich, in Love 
with Mavians, a great alder of r 
the Chine/e Cuſtoms. | 

Pinch, A Biting Squire. 

ch. Nephew to Sir Manly. 

Friendly, In Love with Angelica. 

Scribb -crabble, A City. Sollicitor. 

- Bandileer, A Foot Soldier. 

Trick, Servant to Friendly. Mr. Fieldhouſe, 

Grumble, Servant to Pinch, Mr. Trout: 

Bobee, Servant to Timothy. ' | Mr, Freeman, 


"WOMEN. 


Lady Stale, An | adi amorous 
old king ; 85 Mr Leigh. 
Mariana, Privately d to Cle- 
rimont, and related to Friendly. {Mrs Bracegirdl:. 
Angelica, Daughter to Sir Timothy. Mrs. Mountfort. 
Mrs. Clever. Mrs. Barry. 
Mrs. Scribbleſcrabble. 2 Mrs. Laa. 


Servants belonging to Sir Timothy, Two Whores, | 
s CROYDON. | 


THE 


ACT I SC EN E I. 


— +; ne 
D Riendly Nays ſomewhat long for T5 


afionate a Perſon. as he to, 
— This Lazineſs in Love looks as 
tf Matrimony. had. gong. ne rent 


F the belt part ſineſt had 
been over. Bt Fo 22 du Wende 

Enter Trick, - vn 
Where's your Maſter ?_ _ ak; ITY 
Trick.” Hell be here in a minute, gz juſt 80 
a little Misfortune that follows him. 1. 10 de 


"Cher. Misfortune ! What Misfortune. 14 all "+9 pier; 
"Trick. My Lady Stale. _ r whats 
Cler. The Devil! Is ſhe with him bas 
 Trich, Too true, Sir: — Your ancient Gentlewo-. 
man is a tenacious Animal 4. — ſeldom looſe their 
hold *tifl they have drawn — cho to give 0 


Maſter his due, he bives alier A frank master 
5 
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with her 3 bel make no ſcruple of dropping her, 
cave 59 about the Fair by her ſelf, at the 
a we * have 8 

ſo? Sir? If 
riendly. * a 
Friend. Dear iet I have Ten Thookad Par. 


dons to beg of you; I treipaſs upon your Patience at a 
ſtrange rate. 


Cler. Dear Sir, truce mpliments ; 5 if 
you pleaſe, let us come 1 2 145 — — Von 
new Houſe is my Uncle's. 

your Honour d pretty Seat, 


7 ds, J NR Ihe” made 
if you not fallen out wit 12 

Cter. He has been there with Daughter theſe Three 
Days, — you are in love with her, have a mind to marry 
8 ſantaſtieal obſtinate old Fellow, and re- 
ſolves againſt arting either with her . his Money, but 
to a Coxcomb of — own chuſing; u. besten theaway) 
came down inthe fate Sack ln me to- day. {0 
that e — find out ſome 1 to make an 
Aſs of him, and a happy Man of you; poor Angulica muſt 
die a Maid, or marry the Fool, as 20 althelald 


a ww ans oa a= ao. cn iz e ao a 


a * — —_ Ms PT”  FY 


Friend. In order to that ave have already taken all 
meaſures, tho' I muſt own I a vg ſome Difficulty in | 
the Exegution of em. — the Lies 3 that 
came' —_— know you? | 

Cler. Not at all, — II aſſure you, ke's a. maſt extra- { 
ordinary Per , and 2 Bitet, as "OY miſetable Fellow- 
'Fravellers, he Coachmen, ah 8 every Body 


we met apc ide d, found to their Colt. 

Friend. The Devil he is! T at new. Generation, | 
of * oh the 2 inſufferable, eizers! mth ap 4 
aur t hn me ap, 


ad i: 
. ke, Rory be 5 Ws b 


1wears 'tis a villajnous, Debgr tg cqriy 997 

ty, and breed vp ll Tg ib 0 Qice 1 105 

ing ; he — to ſer it — rl 47 
prove. 


erceive, 15 Riva tc 
daa. vd to, be i eu KY . 
| al off 06] 2 


bim 
41 i4 a * 
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. dong 5; = 


ing Kinſxoman, has engag'd, a — Limb, of cha 
Law, à City r in, your Intereſts; — if there be 


—— of Roguery to do yqu Servier, you 
My Unkle. is  lackily.coonght _ 
— in Love KAY 2 — 2 — Bar 
vagancez and when a Woman it 
an old, Fellow under _thoſe Circumſtances, ſhe ſeldom 
of a 


pere him pliant. 

Friend. But can you, who are ſo.delicate.a Lover, 

allow Crna; £9 rene to chis extrava- 
0 f vo * 

Che * r 

(von muſt n ae anden ** 


UW To, n 129877 
made me FOES inche World. 
\ Fed Non yes Uncle acle know any" thing of this 


Cher, Not 3 fpilable, 1 have beea-o long upon ſcarvy. 
25 ops nn 
25) Sir, Fir, * 5 live, vonder; W 
1 
Or, 45 
1 —. hy — — N ſelf, whas 1 7 
ns 
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— 'Sdeath ! She's an intimate' Friend of my Lady 
a 


Trick. Ah dear Sir, ſhe hath a violent Paſſion for Mo- 
ney; —- ſhe loves it better, not than any thing, I won't 


ſay that of her neither, but than any Friend that ever 


ſhe had, from her God fathers and God-mothers to the 
laſt new Acquaintance ſhe made. 


* Cler. Pr'ythee call her —T have been mightily in ber 


Books of late. 


Trick. Hum ! not not altogether ſo roper juſt 1 
my Lady Stale has join d her, 4 they are both com- 


ing this way. 


Friend. Let's be gone; —I would not ſee her. 
And d'ye hear, Sirrah, contrive ſome way to rid us of 


my Lady Stale; ——— that unlucky amorous Five and 
Forty Face of hers is a meer Omen of ill Fortune. 


eroſſing. 


may reckon the thing done: you may depend up- 
on her, as much as the French King does upon his Cou- 
fin of Bavaria. [E xeunt. 
/ '- Pater Lady Stale and Mys. Clever. 
Stale. Well, dear Clever, never talk, for this Croydon 
is a moſt inſufferable filthy Place. 


Clev. There's a great deal of Hurry, Daſt and Neiſein- 


deed. And yet ſo there are at May Fair and Bartholomew 
Fair, where all . orld — 2 — this Place 
is as diverting as t are, a Oy 
here as — tho' they are not fo well dreſe d. 

Stale. Dreſs'd! the Creatures] why, Child, 34 
reaſonable thing one mult have à fine Wit, delicate and. 
well turn — to Dreſs The T that come 

here never think, Fey love Walnuts and Sack, and fat 
Gooſe, and ſeeing of onſters, and lau eg & Gorge e- 
be, but they never think. Well, r am perfectly glad 
have met thee.— I'Il ſwear I believe T am the only 
Woman of Condition here. — I'll fwear I am in the laſt 
' Confuſion to think 1 could have fo much Complai | 
for Frieadl to come hither. T'll fwear I 2 


„ 
* Z - 


I wiſh we may never meet her b our Projects are paſt 
Trick. I warrant vou, Sir: Ana for Mrs. Clever, you 


i ” » £& 7 
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nuſt think me furiouſly fond, to let him engage me in 
Party ſo horribly upon the Ridiculous. h n 

Cley. We have dropt him ſome where in the Crowd, 
and I fancy 'tis that makes you ſo uneaſy. Come, 
Madam, confeſs, is it not Jealouſy, rather than Com- 
plaiſance, engages you in all 'Friendh's Parties? To 
zive the Man his due, methought he was not ſo very * 
len for your Company hither.. 

Stale. Jealous! poor Clever ! I jealous of the Fellow! 
Iſwear, Madam, you're as much miſtaken, Madam, as 
perhaps you ever were in your Life, Madam. After all,” 
when one is made ſo very much to one's Advantage, fo * 
agreeable, ſo handſom, ſo every thing in the World, and 
when one has ſo fine a Diſcernment to underſtand it very 
well one's ſelf. — Jealouſy is a Paſſion that perhaps after 
all is as little troubleſome as any Paſſion in the World. 

 Clev. Oh Madam! all the World muſt confeſs how 
bountiful Nature has been to you, even to the laſt Pro- 
digality of Gifts and Graees. | „ ren 

Ftale. Why really, and between Friends, Child, I don't 
think my Perſon has done Nature one jot of Diſere- 
dit What do you think ? ha as long as good Faces 
have been in Faſhion, ſhe finiſh'd one more to 
her Reputation. reed "iS | a 
Clev. Ay, ay, Madam, take your Perſon all her, . 
you have all the reaſon in the World to be fatisfied” 


| FA 


with it. au 
| Stale. Nay, my Dear, that I am, my Word ;z — 
for, as I was ſaying, I think I may, without AﬀeRation, 
aver that I am handſom, rich, nay and young too, in 
ſpight of all the little inſignificant World may fay to the 
; Cho. Why that's true —— that fame” World is the 
Devil che ridiculous ways they have got in that 
World ! —— You ſhalt have em, when they are ved 
— their 2 —— — — | 2 bn” 1 
every elſe old in Proportion as R 

do: You ſhall e they happen d wie 
at a Ball with a Woman, in the merry Days of King 
Cbarler the Second, cry, Smoak the reverend Gentle- 
| | woman 
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woman; tho". ſhe has as much Cherry-calour'd Ribbon 


and black Hair fruz'd out as any e loaf 


2 the Front- Box of à new Play 
Stok. The World is full of Im 


pertinences ——— 
r Word for it, that Jam young, 


very y 
Clev. Oh dear Madam! en don't think there is any 


-to-:convince me of it? 
Stale. No, Child, not at all as to chat; — but belides 


now, .beſides all theſe Accompliſhments, I. ought $0 pique 


my ſelf ſomewhat upon. my Birth and Family. 


Clev. Why, this is very hard now, 1 10 hs Mann, 
World again. 6h 


Stale. o_ how, dear Clewer ? 


22 As how why that there ſhould h ch a thing 


Scandal — Windes and N etit, like your Lady- 


ſhip's, th Gauntlet e many Vißti Dans. 
, I have r 


. People ſay, Nhat 4K A ad Father or Mother, 


Uncle or Aunt, Siſter or Brother, that your {elf or any 


other Body 3 pot Wy ll, 20 ſo. much as a HH 


band, tho youn Lady ſhip bas had the 171 to — 


a diſconſolate Widow for fo 1 — ears 1 yy 
er, | th 


Stale. T leaſant, vow ! but, dear 
Ne 4 ridicplous World ! 1 


every Body did not know my Family. — Hd have em 


end I A, 48. W. As 
ever: wore Gown, at.the Un iver —— worſt of *em 


(and indeed I think that is 255 e Worſt of em 
underſtands 


Hebrew — And. t "ery at Haring, 
is the AT” witty Creature. 
poſs. 6 mel I 


1 


0 the ne 


| CS entextai — 10 gay quits 0 


Hense 


—.— ar Fer Pater} ol 10 5 


Pere you 


uA. 
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wy frech with Banne fr che 
cincerity of Friendſhip. : 


Sault Ob. by all mea, my. Dear, you: wrong me o 
ſuſpe& the contrary — I have Wit enough to ſee above» 


be little Envy of 4hate talkings things beſides I am 


Rich, have a Fortune, Argent Comprant, . 14 
Cleu. A Fortene N p | | G 6 
Stale. Ay, Clauer, 3 Fortune, | | 46 n Þ 115; 3 


Clev. Nay, then 4; don't wonder at your 
what the World can ſay of you. Poſitively no 7 
can be cut o Humour that has Maney enough, - ; 

Stale. I chink I have ſome kind of an Inclination to 
nleas'd he ſhould, 40 40 and, in ſhort, La he mall 
marry me within theſe two Days. 

Cleu. Well, Madam, I * you good res bat 
the World, that has been ſo albnawr'd to diſpute one 
Husband with von, may try to hinder you of another 
therefore have a Care, and make ſure of vf Man while 
you an have him. — Between the Wars abroad, 
ind the many preſſing Occaſions I Men * 


ſcarce. 
Mer My Lay 61 ei und mee 
boa here 
Sal. i Mariana! this is che very Mrecleſlination bf | 
ed & i Dear, Near, incomparable Dear! — | | 
For, Child ! what, are you alone? K. S 
Mar; Bing Madam;——-the Diverſions) of this 
— — ſa —— to em, Gat! would be 
unpollible o came alone, eſpecially in a Stage- 
Cab — Fedeal: , 
1 Feg⸗e gemant inis Linn. 
Stale. And the reſt of your Company? ** 


We idee ue balg Mg 1 —— n,. 


Clew. I ſuppoſe your: aladgihi can 
2 $458 
ETS adnrToyToTl s 4 0 — Aid 

W Mar. 
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Mar. Oh, Mrs. Clever, your Servant. — You 1 
brought your uſual good Humour hither, I ſee. 
-Ciev. I am always very muck at your Service, Ma. 


dam. 
Stale. Well, but how have you diſpoſed of your Com- 


y ? 
" All diſpers'd — my youn! Squire was taken up 
with Four or Five fine Ladies in 


| Stale. And your Lady of Pleaſure ? 

Mar. With a Knot of Rakes. — And my Man of 
Buſineſs is engag'd in an Affair of Conſequence. 

Stale. An Affair of Conſequence at Croydon ? 

Mar. Ay, I'll aſſure you, and very too, — A 
Whim took him to give himſelf at other End o' the 
Town a kind of an Air, and he wou'd not pay the Coach- 
man —— whereupon — 

.Clev. I ſuppoſe he beat him. | 

Mar. Even fo, from- Top to Toe — he had juk 

Sooke. V Dp rn em, | my Dear, ba 

Ks ery pleaſant! — m ve you met 
with no Adventures your ſelf? * 2 het 

Mar. Oh with a very one, I aſſure 1. — A 
Grenadier of the G proffer d to En me b 
burnt Brandy and Sauſages. 

Clev. Very gallant! 

Stale. Oh ſhocking! But *tis like the horrible Place 
I Swear, my Dear, we ought never to be 1 for 
coming hither. 

'Clev, Oh dear Madam, be compor'd, I beſsech you 
my Life on't, you meet with none of thoſe I — 
uch little wild young Creatures as Mariana can't 
avoid the Impertinence of an impudent young Fellow; 
but he muſt be a Groeadive ladoddUnnt-wentd "barn 
your. Ladyſhip. © © 

Eater I Seribbleſcrabble, hoody yer dine." 
Mar, Ah dear Mr. Scribbleerabble ! | rejoice to ſee 
you, — 1 am glad you're got dat of the Clutches of 
that unmerciful Coachman. 
Scrib. Ah de- Madam, — -yodr'Slave, 

n in the Earth, a Te- Te- Triſle, a Trifle, as 
1 Falk. 


A N *” 
, * 


.  Brrady © ih 
grate T6 1h the Lawyer; Child? | 5 
Mar. The ſame. Jer _—_ 
Scrib.- One always meets with your me- me merry 
Nags, and your comical Jo-Jokes, Madam, at Fairs and 
33 for my pan, I came a pu-pu- | 

Mare To — A very whimſical Deſign, very 
kr from a Jeſt, and in my Opinion went off very 

ally en your Side. 
1 Look Not at all, Madam, not atall, a Ter Te. The 
| 

Mar. Your Noſe bleeds fadly. - | , 

Serib. Nothing at all, very good, very whollame1=—- 
| always bleed $ ring and Fall. 

Chu. Men of Gallantry turn every Thing into 
Hamour” and — know Mr. Seribbleſer 
id, always a Wag. | 

Scrib. Ah! Na- Na. Nanny ! Nanny Clever ! By . | 
i. Jericho Tm glad to ſee thee. 

Clev. He's 2 eat Man at Adventures ——the q 
hrthing Pye houſes "in Moor-fields ring of him. 

State. b e to have Adventures is ways a Mark of | 
; Man of Condition. Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, give me Lease 
o felicitate your Fortune. 

Mar. Ah dear Madam, you a hans a 

ntimate with all the ble Rakes about Town, wears 
1 lac'd Hat with a ſmart Pinch” in Vacation-time, and - 
lays at Picket at the Templi Chocolate-houſes. 
Scrib. Tr. truly, Madam, if it were notdiſcountenanc'd 
n the Ci ; I do thinks de de demy Caftor, with a fa- 
hionable Edging, a very Ge-Ge-Gentleman like kind of . 
a Ornament. 

Clev. He is a very Terror to all the Husbands of he | 
Ward he lives in —— two Chandlers Wives, beides a 
Haberdaſher of ſmall Wares's Daughter, have been turn / d 2 

wt of Doors for him within this Half Near. 
* | Scrib. Ah me-me-meer Waggery, $: ScScandal—— | 
what ſhou'd the Ladies fee in me? | 
_ TER that Wit, chat agreeable F 


gerd. 
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Scrib. Something of a frefr-frank manner, Maqwn; 
ah, ah, ah, — but wh-what's that, what's, that, Madam! 
e avg you to know me! 1 value my;{ef 
upon being e . dan 123 IRIVY © 
Clew. W hat, d' ye think the Wcrld knows | 
But beſides, whatſoever he ſays, he. loves tor make a 
Noiſe with bis Adventutes. „ moi 1 
Scrib. Aa, fy, fy, fy,———no, no, mο. t ο vii; 
| We [ Making. an agly Fare. 
Stale. Pretty Expreſſions of his Paſſion | +irD's 
__Clew. Then tis the little peeviſheſt Creature, rather 
than not quarrel, he'll quarrel and box with his Miſtreö 
her ſelf; then the, you'know, naturally reſiſta, then an 
Vprgar, out comes the Prentices 
Stale. What! engage with the Domeſtichs? _ 
Clev. Up with Paring-ſhovels, Blows abound. and the 
Lover is ruefully beaten, for the Cloſe of his Adventure, 
Mar. Suffering for the Ladies is gallant; and you ſee 
Love is his Foible. But what ſays poor Madam Scribble» 
Scrib. Aa a. 1 b | 
Pale. His Wife? What, has be 8 Wife? Ob ubfaith- 
ful Mr. Scr3bbleferabbls ! E 434 965; 
Scrib. Na-na-name her nat, name ber her not, I ſay. 


1 \ 
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_ Che. but we will tho'-—— ſince, to her Praiſe 
be it , ſhe's an to the whole Pariſh for 
Patience and Howſewifry. 


Scrib. Shall I tell you? My Dru-Drodge, my Conve- 
nience, my patient Griſſel. —— ſhe in the Be-Be- Ballad 
2 . — g __ ar ma pie Ren 
Lord, r great Zurk, t Fericho. 

Stale. What a — ittle gallant Perſon it is ! 

Mar. Why didn't you bring her with you to- Day! 

Serib. What, about Bu Bu-Bus'neſs ! — Inco- eo- con- 
gruous, Madam. — No, I left her, I left her —— 

Clev. Penſively at home, I warrant you. 

Scrib. Mending the foul Clothes, and the Childrens 
Stockings but let us leave her to her Co-Co-Cow- 
heel and Pint of Ale, and talk of other Matters — Have 
you ſeen Mem-Mem-Mr, <— ? A _—_ 
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m — 1 a Word with you. — No n 

nog of Names bark. in year Ear. 
elf [ Mariana <vhs/pers Scribbleſcrabble. 
Cv. You ſee, Madam, what a baſe World it is, how 
Ae be Men and how miſerahle the Women ate. 
ade very Scrihbleſcrabbles of the City have * into the 
of deſpiſing their Wives. 
Iz) 1 m — and there are very og 
e. W's e, that the greateſt Merit can 

o Conftancy :— And if I didn't. think Friendly a Man 
lat dad a very -exatt Gout for Merit, one that ener d | 

ry far into Merit, extreamly far, almoſt as far as tis 
able bor one 10 enter into Merit, [ ſhould hardly aralt 
ny (df, in his, or any Man's Hands. 

Clev. Look ye, Madam, he may enter into Merit as 
ir as another, "L-dou't difpee tha, Madam; but how 
il you keep him from being weary of Merit, and -hav- . 
ng his Belly full of Merit, a8 they day, gung pan 


Merit, turn Merit off again? 


SD SAX, 


TS Yo 


Hake Tis fo Tas ſo. — — Women lows 

Pay. —Balides, Rallery apart, my Phydicians: tell , 
that I hall never he free from. the Toatwagh, Vapaurs, 
ud a Scurvy Humour that hannts me and Fall, 
tl, ah! ah! ( ou'll pardon the Mi of m7 
Conſtitution) *till I have another Child. ——— Nay; they 
by if 1 bad Twins 'ewould be better, and go more to 

. N _— had. beſt ogredi 

ay en you et ents tos. 
tether, and go into the Courle as — 
far the Se for Phyſick ſhould be Tn 

Stale. My Dear, I fee you're buſy. (Ta Mariana. ] We'll 

don before. 

Mar. But a Word, Madam, and I wait:on you. 
mertake: us before we get to the Monſters . le 
range 5 for Monſters. 

Cleu your Lady ſhip ever ſee the Mantegur 8 

fait. 


T = Sw. FT 


__ 
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Stale. Oh dear! no — he was a very obſcene Mon 

ſter — he was obſcene, rude, very rude and beaſtly — 

but the Womantegur y | 

Clev. His Lady? | 

Stale. was very well bred, and had a great deal 
of Wit, — 'This is her Day, I believe ; if ſhe Com- 
pany here, we'll viſit her. 

Clev. With all my Heart. [ Exeunt, 

Mar. Look ye, be careful, and you may expect every 
thing from Mr. Friend's Bounty; — for Clerimont's 
Uncle, I'll undertake he ſhall ſet his Name to the Deeds 
_— — are ready. 8 —— 4 

Scrib. Tis enough; are in pu · pu preſto in my 
Green- bag here; I want nothing but cheold e-Ge-Gen- 
tleman's Name to fill up the Blanks with. 

g Mar. For that I can inform you — he writes himſelf 
ir Timothy Tallapoy of Ki cungx1, 

Scrib. hat —— pu — vs. N- Name is that 
for a Preteſtant Pu- Pu- Pariſſi! £24 ba, 

Mar. Tis a Name he has given to a new Houle he 
has built hard by here. You muſt know he has got his 
Eſtate by the China Trade in the Eaft-ndies, and at 
that time grew fo fantaſtically fond of the Manners, Lan- 
guage, Habit, and every thing that relates to thoſe Peo- 
ple, that he prefers *em not only before thoſe of his 
own C „ but all the World beſides. *Tis ridiculous 

h to ſee how he makes himſelf to be dreſs'd and 
ſerv'd exactly after the Chine/e manner. 
Serib. Ve- very whimſical. fe · fe faith and troth. 

Mar. But huſh ! here's our Fellow-Travel- 
—— Temple Wag, that came down in the Coach 


Enter Pinch, and two Women in Maxsks. 

. Pinch. Yea tell me you are very paſſionate 

1 Mast. What, are you ſuch a Monſter not to be- 
lieve me when I ſwear ? ? 5 ; | 

* Pinch, It is really inconſiſtent. — Yeu have known me 


but two Minutes and a half, and you intend to bam-' 


bouzle me out of a Beef Stake. 
| | 1 Mask. 
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ts 1 Mask. Not for that, my Dear, indeed; — but if 

on se ſhould dine together we ſhould be fo facetiou — 

aa I can tell you ſomething of ſome Body that lodges 
it the Black bey and Still in a certain Place. 

1 2 Mast. Hark ye, Madam, come away, Madam, — 

ewe won't be beholding to the Pimp. 

m- 1 Mack. No, pray ſtay, Madam; Fl aſſure you, Ma- 
lam, I know the Gentleman, he is a Relation of 

nine, and —= | | 

TY Pinch. Bite | | 

. Mark. What d'ye mean, Pimp? ha, Pimp! What's 
lite, Pimp? Will you give us a Bottle of Wine, or no, 
Pimp ? W 

ay Pack. Why then I tell you No ——— And now I 

en. ¶ ure told you my Mind without a Bite, pox. 

2 Mask. Dammee, Madam, come away, Madam; 
there's Madam Footflecking at the . Grey — ſhe has 
brought down a Couple of Bob Wigs out of Cheap/ide, 
hall treat us both. — Look ye, Pimp, I ſhall meet you 
ſome Night or other in the Play-houſe Paſſage, and then 
Ill bite you, I will fo, Pimp you [Exeunt Masks. 

Mar. Mr. Pinch, your Servant; — I vow I'm afraid 
you're very ill-natur'd— you treated your Ladies very 
roughly, methought. | 

Pinch. Oh no, dear Madam, by no means, Madam 
Iam fond of the Fair to the laſt degree; by the ſolemn 
Powers, Madam. — Your Ladyſhip is, as 1 may fay, a 

Mar. Upon my Word 'tis very innocently, for I don't 
know what it is. | | | | 

Pinch. Oh dear Madam, excuſe me for that — no, 
x0, bite, bite, Madam, that won't paſs indeed. 

Mar. Nay I muſt confeſs I take it to be ſomething 
_ If that is very entertaining, becauſe I ſee it makes up a 
| Bf great Part of the Converſation among you fine Gentle- 
hoy | 
, Pinch. Oh your only new Way of Honour. We 

chat pretend to be Men of Wit and Pleaſure do nothing 
but bite all Day long. n 
0 4 * 
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Pinch. Why as thus; ſuppoſe now 4 ſhould: ſay Sit 
Simon Snnffle was a Wit. 1 

Mar. A Wi! he's a Politician indeed, and a ſmar 
little Gentleman; but for a Wit. 

Pinch. Bite! there tis now-— Why he's no more 3 
Wit than I am a Politician, Or now. if I Nould'fay I am 
going to Moſcow, or that 1-am to be Lord Mayor, or 
that the Cham of Tartary's my Couſm German, chat the 
Pope's a _— and the French King a Reformer, Beauty 
to be aboliſh'd, and Matrimony and ugly Faces tb prevail; 
How ! {ay you with à grave Face indeed: Bite, fays-1I— 
that's all; — you ſee it is the euſieſt thing in the World, 

Scrib. Me- me- mighty eaſy, ſe- fe- Faith and Troth,—. 
Why this is nothing but Lying —— Here I have been 
6 Biter, Man and Boy, theſe Fhirry Years, and never 

new it. 2? bu 4 - 

Mar. Well, I fee you are à true Biter, and a right 
Wit of the Age, by winding up your Jeſt” with Matri- 
mon but have you been a Sufferer by the La- 
dies, that you ſpeak ſo i of their Profeſſon? 

Pinch. Pardon me, not at all, Madam, only for the 
Grace of Wit, and to make up the Troll of the Sentence, 
as merrily conceited Perſons. are us'd to do. I'am Ma- 
trimony's humble Servant, came down to this very indi- 
vidual Town of Croydon to pay my Reſpects to it; and 
am to ſubſcribe my ſelf Matrimony*s Bond- ſlave to- 
morrow. P IC X 
Mar. And who is the Nymph that is to be made 

- 26K | 
* Happy ! ah, ah, Bite, Madam. — I am to be 
married indeed, but no Body's to be made happy. 

Mar. You are ſuch a Wag one doesn't know where to 
have you. — Well, but who is it that is to have the 
Honour of being your bitten Bride, . ſor bit ſhe 
will be, that I foreſeealteady.- - - | 

Pinch. Right, Madam, for, as you ſay, I ſhall bite her, 
tho” ſhe be fone of my Bone never ſo much. — You 
muſt know *tis one Madam - Argetrca, Daughter to Sir 
Timothy Tallapoy, a rich Merchant hard by here. 
Mar. Handſome to a Miracle, I ſuppoſe. - 7 

Ac * 
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Pinch. Egad I don't know, that's as the Fates ſnall 
appoines fbr (you mult know I never ſaw her nor her 
fathers im amy Life, nor heard of them till within theſe 
Three Days, when a Comical old Fellow, & Father of 
mine in the Country, ſends a Servant of his, one Gwe- 
gory Grumble by Name, (whom, by the way, I bit Seven 
umes/before he could tell how my Father and Mother, 
ny Artſthers and Siſters, my Uneles and Aunts, and the 
rait uf my Relations in the Country did) to tell me that 
he hadugreed with a Gentleman for a Wife for me. 
lazceiw'di the News, bit the Bearer again, and then ſent 
him tu nntiß to my Father. in- Law, that is to be. 

Mar. Aud in Conſequence thereof you are come down 
hithert- 4 * f . 

Niucbᷣ. To bite the Old Gentleman and the reſt of my 
Croydonian Relations, eonſummate with his Daughter, and 
Wy i — for the Benefit of Poſterity. 

Mar. [ to Serib.] You ſee this is your Man 

befavegoutdon't loſe Sight: of him. Wa 
„ rik T61e-tact's the Word, Madam, 4 Word to 
the Wiſe I'll be-be-bite him, I warrant you. 

Mar. You're ſor intent upon this Fair Lady, that I'm 
afraid we muſt deſpair of your good Company. | 

nell For that Fair: Lady you ſpeak of; time enough 
IU marry her to-morrow time enough; Fll warrant 
you-——ePll marry her——Can ſhe deſire more? 
But for you, Madam, I would foriake the greateſt Prin- 
ceſs upon the Earth, tho” ſhe were fair as the bluſhing 
Morn ——er —— 

Mar. Oh dear! this is a very 1. Piece of Gal- 
lantry, but you Men of Wit and Pleafure are ſo 
engaging 

Pinch. For really, Madam, fince the firſt happy Mi- 
nute I had the Honour to know you, 

Mar. Which was about wo Hours ago, [ Hide. 

Pinch. I have really had the grea eſt Inclination in the 
World to profeſs my felf, Madam, your Ladyſhip's molt 
profound humble Servant. W 

Mar. Nay, | ſwear this is tco mie would not 
make your Lady jealous for the Werld. | = 

i 


+ 
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Pinch, Madam, ſhall I tell your Ladyſhip without 
Bite, and by the ſolemn Powers, I am paſſionate and fin 


| _— I have a ftrange Inclination to take you at you 
' ord. 4311781 
Pinch, Od! ſo do — here am I that will make it out 
Mar. Give me your Hand—T'll oven — 
of my Beauty, and intrench upon your Rride's br 
- gative; for this Day I receive you for my Servant; and 
if you don't like me when that's over, as: well as you do 
now, you ſhall repair to your Lady Miſtreſs at Night 
_ be j. — for your Puniſhment; -/| 
F inch. 11 h is mightily—ſtrangely—Faith 
— Od ! there's a good deal 2 — t's like a 
Carnival before Hf, — 0 2a ͥ hu—ͤ—— 
Mar. Come bang Similes we'll join the xeſi of our 
Company, and be as merry as the Day's long- 
- - Pinch, Or like or hold—ſtay —or like à Biting and 
a Beating, or like Laughing and Crying; or lilee fair 
Weather and foul, or like riding in a and going a- 
foot afterwards, — or like— aue! 
Mar. Phoo! Phoo Come along, III warrant you — 
Pinch. Or like —- Od! I don't know—like ſomewhat 
that's very merry and very melancholy— But, as you 
ſay, hang Similes, and ſo come along. [Exeunt. 


A SONG. 


| C LOE Blefb'd, and frown'd, and fwort, 
And puſh'd me rudely from ber. 

1 call d her perjur d, faithleſs Whore, _.. 

To talk to me of Honour, | ba bn 

| 4 hs | os 2 

But when I roſe and would be gend, 

| She cry d, W aubitber * 5 2 

Dung on lay ;- now we're alonts 

Do what you will with Cloe. bed Lc 


; | 2 Fr 3. —— mY; — 
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A CT ll. $CENE I. 


Enter Sir Timoiby Tallapoy, bras or three Serwants 


ridiculouſly habited, haling in Gramble. 


Sir Tim. 1222 ye, Sirrah, I will put you into the 


Hands of che Turan, which is, according 


to Interpretation, the Officer that delighteth in Juſtice, 
which is, according to BAgliſi Expreffion, the Conſtable 
of Croydon III ſee whether the Laws of this Land, 
as corrupt” 4s they are, will allow you in Enormities 
like-thete. © W | 1 


Grumb. Lauſt charge the Conſtable wi ma'— Yauſt 
put me i” th Stocks now? Maiſter's Worthip, Sir Peter 
Pinch Worſhip, and my Lady Pinch s Worſhip, and young 


Maiſter Pinehs Worſhip, the young Squire's Wor ſkip, 


they't:rake't hudge kaindly' o' yaur Worſhip to put their 
— i th' Stoucks for — aps Boble there. * 
Sir Yum. Profane Raſcal! Sirrah f It was the Pagode, 


or Repreſentation of the great Callaſuſu, who was Ne- 


Phew to the great Fillimaſo, who was deſcended from the 
illuſtrious Folien, who was the firſt Inventer of eatin 
Rice upon — — — if yoo had been at Nan- 
Lirrah! Deach, you” Varlet! PIR — agieh Fg. 
wer | 21% Enter Angelica. A. 15 4 2 
Ang. How now ? What's the Matt t Has this 


- 


Fellow done, that he is taken into "Cuſtody? © 
Sir Tim. he egrde, the Pagode, he has cken the 
1339 5 465 00h 


| 
- 


great P ZubHn²⁰iu 
Ang. Is that all? — I 

Sir Tim. Get you in, Hufly, incontinently Laß: 
Vou have not that Regard and Veneration for things 
which deſerve Regard and Veneration, which any -civil- 
ly, modeſtly, or vittuouſſy diſposd Perſon may hav 
can have, molt have, and d gf v0 Lav, Huff. * 
221 


Grum. 


26 The BI TER. 


Grum. Yauſt mak ſuch a Raut and a Hurly burly, an 
yau'ſt no ſtay till young Maiſter come —— here 
Iſe pay for't — I'ſe pay for't aut of my awn Pocket, 


here bauy another. [ Offering Money. 
Here's a Raut with a Railazu and a Zu, with a Pox. 
[ Afede. 


Sir Tim. Monſter of a Fellow! —— Take him away 


from my Sight Confine him in the loweſt Part ef 
the Edifice, ev'n in the Cellar away with him, 
1 ay, —— — 2 


[Exeunt Servants with Grun ble. 
His Maſter will be here to-Day, and I will demand Juſtice 
of him — I will demand Two Hundred and Seventy odd 
* Blows on his Belly, Three Hundred on his Breech, and 
Four Hundred and Twenty Nine on the Soles of his 
| Feet. —— Well, Miſtreſs, have you diſpos d your ſelf in- 
continently to marry the Mandarin Mr. Pinch to-mor- 
row, according to my Commands ? 

Ang. To-morrow, Sir? to morrow's very ſoon. 

Sir Tim. By the Majeſty of Peking, an' you mutter, 
Huſſy, I'll have you marry'd to-night, and then you'll 
be out of your Pain by to-morrow. | 

Arg. Pain, Sir? Upon my Word, Sir, tis 
rot the matter of the Pain, Sir, nor the being out of the 
Pain, that I ſtand upon; but upon my Word, tis a 
' very hard thing to be forced to marry a Man one 
don't like. a Ni | ab. 1 

Sir Tim. Moſt provoking Impertineace⁊Z to diſ- 

like a Man before ſhe ſees him, only in Oppoſition to 
my Paternal Authority. No, Huſly, I know the 
true Reaſon —— 'tis not that you diſlike him, but be- 
cauſe you like ſomebody elſe ;—-ZT— you have ſet your 
Heart upon ſome of thoſe vain frothy young Mandarins 
of that imperial, but abominably vicious City of Lon- 
don, call'd Beaux. 2 e e 

Ang. Upen my Word, Sir —: 
Sir Tim. Be ſilent, I ſay, —— For, ought I know you 
deſign to join your ſelf to one of that execrable new 
Sect, which they call the Biters, thoſe, Sons of the Ser- 

pent that inhabits in the Houſe of Smeak. —— By the 


reat 


* 
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Great Lama, I had as ſoon ſee you married to the Giant 
Tanſu, who inhabits in the prodigious Mountains of Tar- 
tary, and eats a hundred and fifty Virgins every Day in 
the Week, but Fridays and Saturdays, and then he lives 
upon old Women, as good Catholicks do upon Stock- 
bbb, by way of Mortification. 
Ang. Well, Sir, you may do what you pou with me, 
= I 7 ſure you ſhall never make me forget poor Mr. 
riendly. 

Sir Tim. Ah ha! Said I not fo? Does it go 
there ? a | 
Ang. For his Eſtate, tis as as your Mandarin 
Pinch's; and for his Perſonal Qualifications, I'm ſure [ 


| know em too well not to vindicate em againſt any 


Mandarin in Chriſtendom. I don't know why [ 
ſhould not pluck up a Spirit, and tell this old Chine/e 
Father of mine his own. [Aide 
Sir Tim. Why bearken to me, my hter; (I will 
reaſon with her) thou haſt been bred up like a virtuous 
and a ſober Maiden, and would'ſ thou take the Part of a 
profane Wretch, who fold his Stock out of the Old Eaft- 
India Company, and ſhow'd his ſcurrilous Wit in makin 

2a Jeſt of the worſhipful Traders? A ſcurvy, idle Varlet 


A wicked Varlet! | 


As. Well, Sir, if he took his Stock oat of one Fund 
that he was weary of, he'll put it into anothr that he 
likes better; and that's what all the young Fellows about 
Town do, that underſtand Bus neſs. 

Sir Tim, A wicked, wicked Wretch ! ————— He 
might have put into the New then, if he did not like 
the Old, but to be of neither ? —— Talk no 
more of him —— — thou wilt put me into a Chafe, 
and it will be the worſe for thee. A naughty 
NN young Man, to be of neither Zaff-India 

mpany!. 

Ang. Well — but dear, dear Father, will you make 
me marry this ſcurvy Fellow I never ſaw? 
Sir Tim. This is immoderately vexatious! 
good truth I am reſolved. 5 


B 3 | | 85 inp. 
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Ang. Are you! — Why then ſo am J, and let 
the Mandarin look tobt. . 

Sir Tm. What a prodigious thing, is the Education 
of an Engliſb Damſel! 

Ang. (d4fide.| How fantaſtical is the Diſſerence be- 
tween an old Fellow's Judgment, and a young Wench's 
Inclinations ! Od! I have a good Mind to 
ſpeak out. | 
To Sir Tim.) I muſt marry him then, you ſay? ++ 

Sir Tim. Poſitively. 

Ang. Well, I ſhall make — 

Sir Tim. A good Wife, I hope, Gentlewoman. 

Ang. No —— but what's'all one, ſuch a ſcurvy, abo- 
minable, whimſical, coxcomical, miſerable, oddiſh, ex- 
emplary kind of a Husband of him, that the moſt po- 
tent Cham of Tartary, that you us'd to tell us of fo, 
ſhan't ſhow his Fellow among all the merry Men in his 
Country -——and fo I am reſolv'd Tl tell him the 
frlt time I ſee him. | 6 | 

[Exit Angelica, 

Sir Tim. Well Incontinently this is a moſt fla- 
gitious Age nothing but Diſobedience, Impu- 
dence, Debauchery, Biting, and all kind of Wickedneſs 
— but no matter; — I will comfert my ſelf after the 
manner of the ſage Philoſopher Tychung, who liv'd Fif- 
teen Thouſand en Hundred and Fourteen Years 
Two Months and Three Days ago, and let the World 
rub —— I will ſend forthwith to my Correſpondent at 
Canton for a new Pagode I will marry my 
Daughter to the young Man I have provided for her 
and aſter that I will incontinently eſpouſe the 
molt amiable Mariana, and engender a Male Off fpring, 
who ſhall drink nothing but the Divine Liquor Tea, and 
eat nothing but Oriental 'Rice, and be brought up after 
the Inſtitutions of the moſt excellent Confucius. — And 1 
will moreover in the mean time divert the melancholy 
Faculties, of my Mind in beholding the Diverſions of 
this numerical Croydon Fair J will behold the 
moſt noble Exerciſe of Dancing on the Ropes | 
I have beheld it with Delight in tbe flouriſhing Empire 


of 
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of China, I will behold it here again. — 
lo! here are of the Frequenters of this Place they 
ſeem Lipous, or Men of Rank 1 will ſalute 
them according to the manner of the mak glorious and 
wiſe City of Peking. 
Enter Pinch, and Scribbleſcrabble. 

Sir Timothy ſalutes em after the Chineſe manner. 

_ Pinch, Come along, my little Scribbleſcrabble, — 
we ſhall find the Ladies — hag hereabouts | 
Hey ! Who have we here! What, are you the Man w:th 


the . 
Scrib. „ F ericho, Sir Timothy Tallapoy. | Aſide. 
Sir Tim, tleman, may the Garden of your 


Graces be ever oy Hur" — but I delight not in 
Wax works. 


Pinch, What then, the Yige Plate? 
Sir 7m. I am i —— of your Intentions. 
Scrib. Huſh! ire, Squire Pinch ! 1 — 
; _ Oh ho! What, you're: the Man that 
the right Italian Fairy that was born at Hamp — 
Sir Tim. Lam a Mandarin of this Neigh 
and delight in a new. Manfion. | 
Scrib. A Wh-Word w'ye. 22 v Pinch, 
Pinch. Oh Pox! that's juſt at the Town's End, with 


2 Ale and Collar'd Beef over the Door; the Saſeæ 
ouſe 


Scri. Are you me. me mad : Come away, 1 
tell you — — this is a poor unfortunate Gentleman 
that's craz'd — —— He was Mace: bearer to the Lord 
Chancellor of Mu/coxw, and was turn'd out of his Place 
for having more Wit than his Mafler poor 
pened not to be dull enough to be in with 
» loſt his Place, hurt his Head, poor 


Pinch. Very ſtrange, Faith! Odd, 1 il bite him —— 
I never bit a Mad man | in my Life. 

Serib. Poo, —— Come away 

Pinch. By 8 Powers I "will— O14 Gende- 
man, Yaur Servant. 


Sg - + 1 
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Sir Tim. Moſt flouriſhing Youth, I congratulate your 
Arrival at the Village of Crozdon Came you from 
the Imperial City of Landon ? 

Pinch. Yes, yes, we came from London. | 

Sir Tim. And do the moſt ingenious Imparters of No- 
velty afford any thing that is new? 

Pinch. There's comical News, Faith, in the Fhim 
Pot — It's given out and rumour'd, that ſeveral great 
Xen, and Beglerbegs in the Weſt Indies, have declar'd 
for the Rebels in Hungary. 

Sir Tim. Sir, ſhall I tell you? I am not concern'd 
for any Tranſactions which are or may be in the Weſt- 
Sndies. —— Sir, you axe a Stranger to me, but I deal 
plainly with you, I am no Friend to any thing in the 
Vest, and am poſitively reſolv'd, Sir, never to have an 
thing to do with Ve minſſer, Wift-cheflev, N . Smit 
feld, or the Weft- Indies. No, Sir, the Eaſt, I think, 
is more properly the Concern of every good and honeſt 
Man. You take my Meaning, Sir ; and if 
you have any thing from the Zaff-Indies, fo, Sir, 
for to tell you my Mind freely, 1 don't think there 
is a good moral Man on this the Cape of Good- 


Scrib. By Fe-Fe Jericho, that's much! 

Sir Tim. Always excepting ſome of the worſhipful 
Traders to the aforeſaid Ca Indies. 

Pinch. Why, Sir, both the Companies aze concern'd 
in the Project, and are to furniſh —— | 

Sir Tim. Sir, let me tell you, they arc a wiſe and a 


Pinch. Bite! bite! my Dear. 
Sir Tim. How, Sir ? why! where? what? meaning 
whom ? Ie 2 * [I [Sraring. 

Pinch. What? why Bite, Old Gentleman, that's all, 
Bite ! a 

Scrib. Good lack ! how he lcoks! de. de · dear Squire, 
come àway. | : BY 6 

Sir Tim. Tis all falſe ! tis impoſſible ! tis not in Na- 
ture ! Sir, you're a Son of a Bitch —— Sir, I am a Man- 
darin of the Tribunal of Juſtice — I am a Trader * 

77 
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the moſt excellent Oriental Countries I never 
was bit in my Life, nor ever will be bit, that's more, 
by the Majeſty of Peking. 

Scrib. Dear Squire, have a Care, that's a very hard 
Stick in his Hand. | 

Pinch. Let me alone, you ſhall ſee I'll fun him ——- 
I'll fun him, I warrant you —— Come old Gentleman, , 
[To Sir Timothy, ] no Harm, only a little Merriment 
——1 give a Bite, and I take a Bite bite 
me again. = | 

Sir Dm. I would as ſoon commit Felony or Treaſon 
—— ]. thank a good Conſcience, and a virtuous Educa- 
tion, 1 am none of thoſe: Go, Sir, whoever you are, 

re am idle young Man — and your Parents — But 

ſay no more: 1 would not have any Child of mine 

come near you. for oh Dear —— | 
| 0 [Liſting h bis Hand. 

Pinch, This is fooliſh faith ! this old Fellow . 
is very helliſh and very ſtupid —— 
you, you take us Biters to be ſad Dogs? _ | 
Sir Tim, By the Majeſty of Peking, and fo I do —I 
take you to be worſe than 22 Presbytery, 
Rebellion, Plague, Fire, Famine, and a ſtanding Army 
to boot, — What a Condition is this Nation in! 
what with Plotters in one Place, and Biters in another, 
and yet no Body's hang'd for either. | 

Pinch, What ſtrange Enemies theſe old Fools are to 
us Wits ! — Well! 'tis a wonderful thing in Nature, 
2 there is ſuch a thing as Sympathy and 

ntipathy. e 

Sir Tim. I have, I thank my Stars, ſeen Governments 
where Immoralities of this kind were Death, Death by 
the Law. — There are Princes! — The King of Tunguin, 
and Emperor of Fapan, and the Serene Cham I would 
fain ſee a Man pretend to bite in their Courts, | 

Pinch. Say you me ſo? Od! would I were well there 
— I and a Knot of Wags that I know. x 

Sir Tim. And what would'ſt thou do before their glo- 


What an' I warrant 


rious Thrones? —— why they'd hang thee ; hang thee 


up, thou wretched Puppy! a2 H 
Mga B 4 Pinch, 
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Pinch. Won'd they fo, old Boy ! Come, I'll tell thee 
what, that's fair, — ['ll hold thee an even Wager that 
I bite the Cham of Tartary, his Royal Relations, his 
moſt Honourable Privy Council, and all his Miniſters, 
from his Lord keeper to his Corn-catter, within the 
Space of one Year and fix Months from the Day of 
the Date of theſe Preſents. - þ | ran 

Sir Tm. What, his preſent Majeſty ? 

Pinch, Vea venly. = 2 2 

Sir Tim. The Cham that now reigneth 

Pinch. Cham or Kiwy/ar, all one to Peter, i' faith. 
Sir Tim. You lye, and you're a Raſ cal. 
I Beating bin round the Stage. 
Pinch. Pſhaw ! nay l pooh] What's this for- what 
, _— if a Man pays Scot and Lot —pray, Sir, 
old, Sir. — N &9 wor $90 96705 

Sir Tem. I' bite you, you Dog! Bite, quotha ! — And 

are you a Biter too, Sirrah ? - J Scribbleſcrabble. 

- $146. No, no, no, as I hope to live — 1 am a civil 
peaceable Man, and a City Solicitor. 

Sir Tim. I ſhall put you in mind once more of his Ma- 

jeſty of China. [Ieatiag bin again. 

Pinch. Tis very well! very well indeed] If a Man 

may not be a little harmleſly witty — Why, Mr. Scrib- 
bleſerabble, help! Murder! help! ; 
Enter Clerimont, be interpoſes. 

Cler. How | Mr. Pinth ſuffering under my Uncle 
Pray, Sir, hold your Hand. | | 

Sir Tim. Art thou there, Varlet! thou Enemy to Ba 
India Companies ! thou Villain thou ! 

Cler. Pray, Sir, be pacify'd. x 
Sir Tim. Sirrah ! I will never be pacify'd — I thought 
this was one of thy wicked Companions — but Pl be 
reveng'd of you all — I will fo, —— Bite the Cham of 
Tartary ! ' [Exit Sir Tim. 

Scrib. Mr. Clerimont, here has been a dreadful Ca- 
Ca-Cataſtrophe ; but harkye, the Squire and your Uncle 
didn't know one another. 

Cler. That was lucky indeed! Enough br ps 
W hat unlucky Accident was this! Wel I profeſs 1 am 


101 — er. 


very 
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very ſorry ſor it. O he's a mad old Fellow— I wiſh he 
han't hurt your Ingenuity I fwear he has batter'd 
the Outkde of it moſt abominably. 

Pinch. He has broke all my Head here, only for a 
ho ors ſpeaking. [ Half crying. 
As I hope to ive, IT meant no more Harm And ke 
has all Blooded my Neckcloth here—I don't know what 
to do, not I. 

Serib. The Squire wou'dn't be — — he wou'd 
bite him, and ſo the Me. Matter 
„ ee, here are the Lady” Con me, Guo 

a Misfortune your-Wit- brought u „ and 
the better to be endur'd. W 
Euter F riendly, Mariana, and Stale 

Pinch. Tu ha“ given a Hundred f ounds out of my Poc- 
ket, this ſcurvy Bus'neſs hadn't happen' d. 

© 3 Tk d'ye turn away from me? Unkind Mr. 

inch! 

- Pinch. A little out of Order, Madam, that's al— 

Cler. Oh, he has had a Misfortune. * 

Mar. You fright me to Death ! The Matter ? 

Cler. Only a Rencounter, a Drubbing or ſo ! Hark 
I'll tell you. [Fhifper. 

Pinch. Dear Mr. Scribbleſerabble, look in my Face 
How do I look? ſadly! ha! 

Scrib. Truly that Blow upon your Forehead has diſ- 
compos'd your Phyſiognomy ſtrangely. 

Pinch. What, ruful ! diſmal! 

Scrib. But ſtep aſide here, and we'll get ſome Water 
-and a Patch, and furbiſh up your Countenance again as 
well as ever. 

Pinch. Will you be ſo kind? I ſhall acknowledge the 
Favour the longeſt Day I have to live. 

[Exeunt Pinch and Scribbleſcrabble. 

Mar. 'Thus it happens, between too much Wit and 
too little Valour. 

Friend. The poor Corps indeed has a damn'd time 
on't that's match'd with a pert Underſtanding, and fre- 
quently ſuffers for keeping bad Company. 

Stalt. Well, for my Fart I have dedae 'd it from a 

B 5 long 
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long Concatenation of Obſervations, that nothing but 
ſuch extravagant Accidents attend upon the — Fon 
of thoſe Impertinents they call Wits.— Mr. Friendly, 
J will beg one thing of you—not that I pretend to any 
Influence; but People in my Circumſtances do com- 
monly ask one thing, —my Circumſtances! Eh! Max 
Czur ] what Indiſcretion ! my Dear, yeu'll Pardon me? 

Mar. Oh dear Madam, why this Reſerve among Friends? 
You know Mr. Clerimont and I are of your Party.—Come, 
out with your 13. Lovers have ſome little 
fond Requeſt or other to before Matrimony. 

Cler. Yes, yes, —as not to chew Tobacco, to ſhift in 
your own g Room to have a Convenience apart, 


or 
Mar. O filthy! O abominable ! no, no, none of theſe— 
— 20 it be, I'll engage Mr. Friendly ſhall make it 


Friend. Your moſt obedient humble Servant. 

Stale. Well, Mr. Friendly, tis only this: That for my 
Sake, you wou'd never bite any Perſon, of any Sex, Age, or 
Condition in the World; but that, above all, you wou'd 

-forbear your devoted and moſt engag d Friend and Servant. 

Fricad. Forbear you, dear Madam? the moſt reaſonable 
Requeſt that was ever made in the World. 

Stale. Not that I weu'd have you miſunderſtand me 
rcither, dear Mr. Friendly. 

Friend. If any Preſumption of mine has given your 
Lady ſhip occaſion to think 

Stale.. Oh fy ! no, Mr. Friend). 

Friend. I do here ſolemnly ſwear and declare, in the 
Faceofthe World, that from the Day of the Date of theſe 
| — 1 will moſt ſincerely refrain, abſtain and for- 

ear 

Stale. Piſh ! why this is'nt it, this is'nt what I mean, 
$his isn't what I'd be at. 

Friend. From any matter or thing whatſoever that has 
iLehorour, in any manner, to appertain or belong to your 
Ladyſhip. 

Mar. Was ever any thing ſo inſufferably il]-natur'd? to 
miſtake a pcor Woman ſo aukwardly, and turn her plain 


Meaning ſo quite contrary to her Inclination ? 


Clex. 
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Cler. But if it paſſes ſo, I am miſtaken, 
Stale. Why I tell you, and tell you again, you take 

me wrong, Mr. Friend. 

Friend. Madam, I wou'd'n't preſume to take you at 
all ——— 

3 ! how — this r apex + 

y is v a propos. Mr. Friendly, —I' 
vow, if you perſiſt in it, Me. Friendly, you'll make 
me extreamly angry with you. | 

Mar. Dear Madam, what's the Matter? 

Stale, A fooliſh-double entendre, my Dear. 

Mar. You're diſcompos'd. 

Stale. Im ay s ſo * 2 2 2 Flue 
entendre always diſcompoſes me, eſpecially w W. 
2 it - wrong way, in ſpight of all one does to take 
it the right. 

— then there's ſomething in it indeed Mr. 
Clerinont, come, you muſt join with me—We'll do Mr. 
Friendly a good Office in ſpight of his Teeth ; this muſt 
come to an FEclarci//ement, it may grow to a Quarrel elle, 
Stale. No, my Dear, there's no fear of that, I hope 

Let me ſmell to your Hungary - Water a little, Mr. Friend. 

Clar. Kind Creature! what a Look was there! what 
a Smile ! = . 

Friend. What a Grin! like a wooden Cut of Scgan 
before a Jeſt-Book. 

Cler. Oh Brute! go to the Lady, for Shame. 

Friend. Madam, you know my Forbearance was only 
a Mark of my Reſpect. [ Going toward: her. 

Stale. Ah! You Men ! — well, 1 ſay no more—why 
would you put me in this Chafe—you know how it ie 
with me always warrant you my poer Head will 
ſuffer for it this two Days —— feel how it burns 

Mar. Was there ever ſuch a nauſeous Five and Fifty 
Fondling ! but how do I know but Age and Folly 
may make me ſuch a Moniter ? 

Cler. Never, tis impoſſible. 

Mar. How, Clerimont ! ſhall I never grow eld? 

Cler. Certainly, if you live——but turely the Wit 
and Lenderneſs of my Mariana can never degenera e to 

the 


— 
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the Folly and Fondneſs of ſuch an Ideot— To me, you 
muſt be always as you are, thus dear, thus agreeable, 
the conſtant Object of my Love. — 9 4 a 

Mar. Oh, fie, fie ! a marryd Man and talk of Love! 
to his own, Wife too! — They'll hear you, and laugh 
at us in their turn, if you han't a care. 

Stale. But do you ſay, you'll put me out of my Pain 
by to morrow morning? Tis extreamly kind. 

Friend. IJ have given you my Ward, and you may 
depend upon it. 

Stale. The Expedition of your Performance will make 
amends for every thing — Tis exceſſively kind. 

Friend, Huſh, not a Word more —- Mariana and 
Clerimont will find Matter of Mirth out of it, and turn 
our Happineſs into Ridicule. 

Mar. See here's ſweet Mr. Pinch again, as gay as if 
this Mifſhap had never befallen him, and there were no 
fuch wicked Inſtrument as a Cudgel in Nature. | 

Enter Pinch and Scribbleſer-bble. + 

Pinch. Madam, your moſt humble Servant. A ſcurvy 
kind of a fooliſh Buſineſs happen'd to happen juſt now 
here a little odly, Madam, but no great matter, Madam, 
"tis all over now. : = 

Mar. I am very glad to ſee you look ſo well after 
it—Pll ſwear I think you're improv d——that Patch has 
given a moſt agreeable turn to his Face———Your 
Opinion, Gemlemen. - 

Cler. The Patch does its Part, upon my Word — a 
little o'th* biggeſt, or ſo——but elſe wonderfully well. 

Friend. And are you as ſound within as without, Sir ? 

Pinch. Oh to all Intents and Purpoſes. 

Friend. And d'ye think you could bite as well as ever? 

Pinch. Ask my little Scribbleſcrabble elſe——Didn't I 
bite your Couſin, as ſhe was dreſſing my Head? 

Scrib. None of my Coufin, Squire. | 

Pinch. Nay, ray, ſhe call'd you Couſin ; a fat comely 
Gentlewoman bard by here, at the Sign of the Adam and 
Eve, that ſells Sawſages and — inns 
Serib. She's none of my Couſin, ſhe's only my DolPs 

Pinch. 
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Pinch. Why the Woman's a good Woman ; 
are you aſham'd of your Kindred Wk 
Scrib. She's none of my Couſin. [Angrivty./ 
Mar. Ridiculous, we ſhall have em quarrel preſently. 
Cler. Come, come, no matter whole Couſin ſhe is. 
Friend. You bit her, you lay ? | 
Pinch. Bit her! ay marry did I—and fo I fhou'd have 
ſerv'd all her Family, and all her- Generation, if they 
had been here —— What, han't I been at Muſcorv, Ha- 
han, Babylon, and ſo forth? Knock him down ! 
Scrib. What did he ſay ſhe: was my Couſin for? 
Mar. To ſet aſide this fooliſh Diſpute, pray ſhew me: 
the biting Song, which you ſaid was ſet ta Muſick. 
Pinch, Here it is, and it is in the Nature of a Dialogue, 
and if your Ladyſhip will do me the Honour to bear a 
Bob with me, as I may ſo ſay, we'll perform it before all 
the Company. | * 
Mar. To oblige you, Sir, I'll do my beſt. 


A Dialogue. 


Thyrſs. J RIS, 1 Laue long, in vain, | 
Been your. S/ave, and wore your Clog: 
"Tis but juſt I Hud complain, 

Since you uſe me like @ Dog. 


Iris. Faithful Lovers are but few ; 
Cou'd I truſt, I wou'd truft you + 
Of all your Sex I am afraid, 
And therefore vou to die a Maid. 


Thyrſis. Die a Maid ! So young, ſo pretty ! 
ma JA be true, all that's good: 
Die a Maid! Tl fear *tis pity. 
Iris. Bite! Fhyrſis, did you think I wou'd? 
But fince you. will be mine alone, 
Here kiſs the Book and ſiuear: 
The Wedding Ring Hall make us one. 22 
Thy rſis. 
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Thyrſis. Bite ! Iris, now I think all's fair. 
Chorus. Bite! Thyrſis, now I think all's fair, 


well wwe may agree, 
Since thus wwe love upon the Square, 
And Biters both are «ve. 


Cler. Rarely . upon my Word — Mr. Pinch 
has his Giſts— what ſay you, Mr. Scribbleſerabble ? 
Scrib. Mighty well indeed, Sir,—the Squire is a fine 
Gentleman, that's the truth on't—but let him be never 
ſo well vers'd in the Arts and Sciences, he ought not to 
reflect upon the Family of the Scribbleſcrabbles. 
Cler. Oh no more of that 
Scrib, What if I did marry Mrs. Dorothy Patiypan, 
the Paſtry-Cook's Daughter, I didn't marry all her Scoun- 
drel Conſanguinity, I hope; no, I diſdain em, I make her 
and hem to know themſelves, I keep em under. 
Enter Bandileer drunk, and Mrs. Scribbleſcrabble. 
Mrs. Scrib. Nay, dear Couſin Barnaby, where wou'd 
| you haul one — I'II ſwear I have eat fo much Gooſe, and 
drank ſo much Sack, that I am almoſt in a Quandary— 
Hiccup—good lack ! now I have got the Hiccocks; well, 
I won't drink a drop more, profeis now, 

Band. Look ye, take no care of that, I'Il carry you 
to a Friend of mine, d'ye ſee, and there we'll have a Cup 
of rare Juniper, cure your 'Hiccup, I warrant you 
Nothing but a celd Stomach, Couſin. 

Stale. In the Name of Aſtoniſhment, what may theſe 
be, Child? 

Mar. Ha! as I live, Mrs. Dorothy Scribbleſcrabble 
in her own proper Perſon. 

Stale. What, not our little Man of Law's Comfort ? 

Mar. The very fſelf-fame, as I'm virtuous— ſhe's 
half bouſie too oh rueful ſ 

Band. DearCouſfin, let me buſs yu ! love you 
mightily. [ Kiſſes her. 

Mrs. Scrib. Oh gemini !—Hiccup— What makes you 
ſo rude— Hiccup—don't ye ſee all the Gentry here 

for ſhame—Hiccup—If our little Simon ſhould hear of 
this now] Hiccup. as 
crib. 


The BIT E. 35 

Serib. Ha! how! mercy upon me! what's this I ſee! 
[Turning about, and ſeeing his Mig. 

Mar. Now for the Denouement of the Piece. * 


Mrs. Scrib. Oh law! —| am ruinated and undene— 


there is my own Husband. 
Scrib. Is your Name Dorothy ? ha— Anſwer me that. 
Mrs. Scrib. Yes Hiccup. 
+ $crib. What is the reaſon that you ſet at nought my Su- 
periority and Authority, and d-de-dare to come hither 
without my leave? Anſwer me quickly —— Come! 


what ſay ha ? a 
angry. Tonly 


Mrs. Scrib. Nay, dear Simmy, don't be 


came to Hiccup— bear my Couſin Bandileer Com- 
2E wou'dn't, for all the Varſal World, have come, 
i 


_— that you know I love Sack—Hiccup— 
and 


Yalnuts mightily—Hiccup. 

Scrib. Cuc-cu-Coulin me no Couſin. — Who am 1 
Anſwer me quickly = who am I? ha! 

Band. Look ye, I'll ſtand by my Couſin, She's my 
own Couſin, tho' I am but a private Gentleman Soldier, 
whereof what argues that—my Name's Barnaby Ban- 

dilter. | 
Mrs. Scrib. Well, well, I know who you are well 
enough, you are my Hony—Hiccup—but tis very hard 
if one muſt not—Hiccup—or go a little abroad with a 
—— Hiccup—— Relation, or ſo Hiccup. 

Scrib. Go! you're a Quean, 

Mar. Oh fie, Mr. Scribbleſcrabble ! what ! this to the 
Wife of your Boſom ! 

Scrib. You're a Carrion ! I'm entag'd , ard Cheſt ſe- 
ment will enſue. | 

Stale. How? you little Brutal you——— My Dear, 
my Dear, £ [To Mariana. 
for the Honour of the Sex let us never ſuffer the poor Wo- 
man to be inſulted before our Faces—Sure any Two of 
our Gender are ſufficient, or of the Qusrum, as they ſay, 
to keep a Husband in Order. | 

Mrs. Scrib. Ah dear Ladies, tis your ——Hiccup— 
Goodneſs—but tis an unknown thing, the Life that. I 
Hic lead with him every Day. 

Mar. Look ye if ſhe doesn't weep, poor tender- hearted 

Creatureſ! 


| 


* 
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Creature Come, for my ſake, you muſt not make a 
Quarrel of it-— What? 'twas but an innocent Frolick. 
Scrib. Ha! I don't love Frolicks 
Mrs. Scrib. Simmy, dear Simmy, don't toſs and Ain 
and— Hiccup—and ding up and down ſo— you'll bre 
my Heart——Hiccup | 
Scrib. Go thou fe-fe-fe-fe-fe falſe Dorothy Elope, be 
gone go to your Gallant, go | 


Mrs. Scrib. Oh law! —— 1 is very 
r [Sobbing and Crying. 


bitter. 
I have had ſeven Children, beſides Four Miſcarriages, 
and very hard Times of 'em all, by him, and to be us'd 
thus this is very hard, | 4 
Band. Look ye, Gentlemen, I don't well know what 
to make of all this—I am amaz'd, or fo, "tis true 
but ſhe's my own Couſin— J lodge in Finegar Tard 
—cyery Body knows me — I only came for the 
Diverſion of an Interlude, or ſo— Do you know any 
_ thing of this matter, Sir? 1 [To Pinch. 
_ » Pinch, Fooliſh enough, Faith ! —— why really I 
don't know what to ſay to theſe odd kind of Circumſtan- 
ces; but pray may I crave your Name, Sir ? 

Band. Sir, my Name's Barnaby. 

Pinch, Your Chriſten Name, I mean. 

Band. Oh Sir, your Servant, Sir; Bandileer, Sir. 

Pinch, What, is Bandileer your Chriſten Name? 

Band, Sir, I don't kuow what you mean; but I'm 
half Seas over Wann 

Pinch. Very merry upon m , (Mir. Bandileer's 
woful eb Tad 8 F $ 
Oh n very ſober you've hardly wet your Lips 
to Day. 
Band. Say you fo, Sir? 

Pinch. Bite. | | 

Band, How's that, Sir? Hey day ! what, d'ye get be- 
hind me ?——Look ye, Gentlemen, I take you to be 
my Friend. 
Pinch. Knock him down. 
[Standing behind Band. and making a very great Noiſe. 


Band. 


* 


The B 4 7B: 41 


Band. How, Sir! Damn ye, Sir, that won't pals 
neither, Sir. 

Friend. Oh, no Harm, na Harm, good Mr. Basdi- 
ier —— you mult not be angry The Gentleman 
means only Merriment He's an arch Wag, if 
you did but know him. 
Band. Look 4. — Gentlemen, 4. that r Genie. 
man is a to me, per may be a 
Strapger to him; but however III venture a Teſter or 
two at All-Fours with him, if he's fo far forch dil. 


$'d. 
701% '$crib. Look, . you han't chaft up and, down, 
till you, ſweat. lige any Bulli Came, wipe your 
ken 1 ſour, — Face nh Jong own. Da//s Hand- 
chief Bi | 
Scrib.: Aa! — 1 think you. wou'd, ha' ſerv'd me 
[—Gom. 18 a; hiccupin I've à good 


mind ta ſend you, home to the Family of oh of the Patipans, 


J have fo, you en-n n- an eg: 3 
Band. 21 
her u P, as the 


ouſin aut 100 ok 
55455 e 


A 3 
oe 


. | an 
Enker Mrs. . 
I" ſee there's Succeſs in you F ace. I dare 
fign thrives. 
Critick's Ras, * Parts are all Spb and we are to 
begin within this half Hour; but I hald it convenient to 
diſperſe this unpertinent Audience ſirſt, chat we may te · 
hearſe in private. 
5 ou have no "lb Occaſion for my biting 
ver? 
Clev. He difpoſe of his Perſon how. he pleaſes 
ha / find him. of any farther Com 
fu cha 


Mar, I'll pin him to Madam Scribbleſerabble. and 
ea Gallant, and turn em adrift together —— 7 


"\ 


a Ie TR 


> 
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But what ſhall we do with my ny Friend Stale ? 
N Let me alone with her. — gage M r. Friendly 
— ve 


ff with the firſt Opportunity, the reſt to 
my Management [To Clerimont, 
ler: won't be ſo unmerciful to turn her looſe af- 


ter him? 

Clev. I muſt confeſs, running away is not the bel 
Proof a young Fellow can give of his Courage; but for 
the * Occaſion tell him tis neceſſary for the Swain 
: „and the Nymph to purſue 
Lec him leave Word with his Man where we may hear 

m. | 

Mar. Well, I vow, Mr. Pinch, you'll 8 ge me ex- 
tremely by this Piece of Service. inch aſfde. 
T his little impertinent Lawyer 1 a Bus'neſs of 
Conſequence to leok after for me at Town, and this un- 


fortunate Affair of his Wife does ſo exaſperate his Cho-, 


— he'll not think of it "till we get her ont of 
wa 

Pinch. Where ſhall I attend your Blu, inet ? 

Mar. Any where here in the 

Pinch. At the Greyhound ? 

Mar. As proper as any, where we'll be all with you 
immediately, and divert our ſelves at the Expence of he 
Family of the Scribble/crabbles. 

Pinch. We'll laugh immoderately — does your La 
dyſhip know what Fun is? | 

Mar. No but it's no Matter for that. 

Pinch. No, as you ſay, Madam, it's no matter for 
that; but I'll ſhew you ſuch Sport, ſuch Fun, — II 
bite Mr. Bandileer. — Look ye, Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, 
we'll have no more Words of this matter, your Lady is 

a virtuous Perſon and a good Wife, ſhe has born you 

many Children, but we have all our Faili 

Scrib. Ah! name her not, dear Nu 

Mar. Mr. Scribbleferabble, let me adviſe you in this 
Adventure I have engaged Mr. Pinch to ſerve you 
in it [To Scribbleſcrabble 3. 
You may rat your Wife with him, and all Wi 1 


well. 
ä 8 >, 
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Scrib. Ah de-de dear Madam, the Squire's a Gentle- 
man — it wou'dn't grieve one to truſt one's Wife with, 
a Gentleman, 

Mar. They're but juſt going hard by, we'll ar 
em preſently. 

Scrib. Squire, dear Squire, have an Eye to Be- Be- Be- 
Barnaby Bandileer : My Heart miſgives me plaguily. 

[ Afde to Pinch, 

Pinch. Bite! D'ye think I don't know what to do? 
Trouble nct your ſelf. — Mr. Bandileer's very much in 
Drink but no matter for that, he'll bite ſo much che 
better. 

Hum hum —You were a faying, Sir, [fo Bandileer. 
our Name was Barnaby. 

Band. Yes; Sir; no Offence, I hope. 

Pinch. Oh none at all, ſo much the better; I love Bar- 
naby of all Names, I was born on a Barnaby-bright in 
the Morning, I have ſeen you ſomewhere or other tos 
certain, 

Band. I uſe the Cat and Fiddle, moſt an end, Sir. 

Pinch. In Drury- Lane ? Ay there it was, if I am not 
mightily miſtaken, I have bit a Corporal that belong'd 


to your Company, a very merry Fellow, but I have 
"= 4. K ES belike. | 
1 it 
Pinch. The very W e, you and I, and — 
Hark ye, a 1. Seribbleſcrabble, 


You and I, and your Couſin — we'll ſteal off, and 
have one healing Quart of Walnuts and Sack at the 
Greyhound. 
[ON Coons entertains my Lady Stale, Friendly 
eals o 
Band. I — ſay You 'rea very civil Gentleman, 
Sir, and if you'll fo far demeanor your ſelf, Sir, 
Look ye, Sir, if my Couſin be be willing — lame with 
my Couſin, Sir, and I'll go with = Couſin, Sir, I'll 
TE fall with my Couſin, Sir. 
Mrs. Scrib. Tm ſure you be have your ſelf ſo like a 
Gentleman, that —. hiccup — But if my Simon ſhould 
take a new Vagary — oh dear — hiccup = 


P ines. 
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Pinch. Oh never fear that — The Ladies have un- 
dertaken to bamboozle him —— they'll make him know 
his Duty, and beg your Pardon Now! — now 
take your Time and ſteal off take care of your 
Couſin, Mr. Bandileer. 
Mrs. Scrib. O dear, my Hiccocks is very bad. 

Band. Look ye, I'll ſtand and fall; that's my Word. 

[Exeunt Pinch, Bandileer, and Mrs. Scribble. 
crib. How! ha! what! Gone again! Squire, 


uire ! 
- Mar. Huſh ! be quiet, come hither. 

Scrib. Squire, dear Squire, have a care of Be Be. 
Barnaby: | 

Mar. Didn't I tell you this was the only Way to get 
rid of your Wife's Relation? | 
- Serib. J acquieſce, Madam, I acquieſce. 

Cle. Have a little Patience, Madam, and II ſet e- 
very thing in Order. [Adjuſting Lady Stale's Head. 
I know your Ladyſhip uſes. to be T niceſt Creature in 
the World in thefe Matters ———— In the Name of 
Wonder; who cov'd it be that dreſs'd you to-day ? 

: Stale. Oh I cou'dn't bear any aukward Body's Fiſts 
about me [can't tolerate any thing but my own 
Woman don't you know my Woman? 

Clev. Oh dear, yes, Madam, Mrs. Fiddlefaddle. * 

- State. "Tis the carefulleſt Creature; ſhe has liv'd with 

me ever ſince the Reſtoration, and never adminiſter'd a 

a ching to me, or ſtuck a Pin amils, in all the 
ime. © | : 

Clev, The Reſtoration ! That's a long Time indeed 
Your Ladyſhip's Maid-Servants I believe are 
much more conſtant than your Men. 

Strale. The Reſtoration did J fay ? the Reſtoration? 
My Memory ! What a wretched an my Memory! l 
meant your other publick Buſineſs that has happen'd here. 

Clev. The Revolution? 

Stale. Ay, that, that, 


I take fo little Notice 


of your publick News! ———— But, as I was ſaying, 
ſhe's the heedfulleſt Perſon in any thing that relates te 


Cleu. 


wy Perſon, 


Clev. IT wonder ſhe ſhould put 0 ll Pondern your 


Hair; I ſwear one might ſee it look quite grey. 


indeed that was a Fault in Mrs Fidd(efaddle: 


Stale. Huſh ! dear ;=7 105g I wou'dn't have Friend; y 
hear you for all the World. 


Clev. Oh no danger. 
Stale. Not but — mine was a meer Aan 
The Ji Fright at that ſame Revolution put me into 


Fits, and frighted my poor Hair grey all o the ſudden. 
—— Beſides, Mariana here knows my Relations, we 


are all Ly Ten Years ſooner than other People. I come 
A 7 Famuly jg {can't l,. my Dear? but then I wou'd 
— Mr. Friend 


4 for many Reaſons thin me in 
Year, I know he deſigns having an Heir to his Family, 
an 


Mar. But dear Madam, why; do yon ſelf 
in pain for his hearing us ? J thought he had Il the 
Company by your Order. 

Stale. How left ! whom, Child? What, is Mr. Friend 
one ? 
a Clew, Gone! Didn't you ſee him? I'll, ſwear I thought 
you had put him * that pleaſant piece of Gallantry 

Stale. Gallantry ! oh perfidious can it be — 
dear Clever explain your ſelf, or Pl vow you'll put 

me into the Hyſteriques. 

.Clev. Nay — I thought it booked a little odd for 
Me. Friendly to abandon a Lady in your Ladyſhip's Cir- 
cumſtances, for a couple of the trapiſheſt Creatures I ever 
ſaw in Masks, ſo miſerably rigg d, with, dy id Linzngs 
and tatter'd Furbelows. - 

Stale. The little naſty inconſiderable Huſſies - 1 but 
dear Child, tell me, did he ſeem fond ? 

Mar. Very good now for my ſnare of the Lye. [dfide. 
Exceſſively loving ; nay, they were but too well acquaint- 
ed, that's certain —1 HE) em call l im by his 
Name Are not yon a dear Dog, ſays c ne of em: 
What. my little Jenny, quo“ bel. and immediately 
whipp'd one Arm about one, and t'other ab out F other, 
and away they "ee Ge ſo ä J warrant 


you,” _ 
| Stats, 


Th — : 
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Stale. Which way are they gone? 
Mar. That way, Madam: but it may be nothing 
but an innocent Frolick. 
Stale. A Frolick, my Dear? Ah, the Devil take ſuch 
Frolicks, I fay. You don't know what a Concern I am 
in ; he has put me off, with a Pretence of his catching 
Misfortunes (as he calls them) by theſe common Sluts, 
theſe twenty times already; and if he ſhould catch another 
Misfortune we cannot be married till he's well again, and 
that will bea Month, or three Weeks at leaſt; beſides Sur- 
are ſo unskilſul, and ſuch Knaves, and I am fo fear- 
ful of thoſe matters my ſelf. —— Well Dear, my Dears, 


forgive me. | 
4 Exit Lady Stale. 

Mar. Oh by all means, my Dear. Ha, ha, 
haſ!ſ—— What a terrible Fright my dear Friend was in, 
under the Apprehenſion of a Diſappointment. 

Cleu. I muſt own I have ill Nature enough to rejaice 
exceedingly at her Ladyſhip's Vexation ; ſhe has been 
a ſtanding Incumbrance upon poor Friendhy's Pleaſures 
For theſe two Years, ſhe has watch'd him with as much 
Jealouſie and Perverſeneſs as a barren Wife. 

Clev. And has been as uneaſy to him as a barren Wife's 
Mother, and as provoking every way——But let her be 
forgotten, as ſhe ought to be, and think of your own 
Matters I have juit now left your Uncle. 1 

Mar. Very much in Love, I hope. 

Cler. That is, juſt as much a Fool as you found him. 

Clev, Toa Tittle; he's ſtark mad; Love and Peking, 
that is, your Ladyſhip and the Emperor of China, have 
turn'd his Brains—He has made a Chine/e Song upon you, 
and I left him ſinging it to an Oriental Kettle Drum, as 
he calls it. Next to the great Cham and Mariana, I be- 
lieve 1 have an Intereſt in him. #5 art) 
Mar. I ſuppoſe you have been promiſing largely in 
my Name, what I am never to perform. 
© Chev. Nay that depends upon you; a little Love, 
Child, that's all. 2 0. | | 
Mar. Well, he ſhall have all I can ſpare. - 

Clev. And I dare ſwear that's more — enough for 
his Oriental Occaſions. Cler. 
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Chy. But I fu you dealt with him as in the way 
42 Trade—what Return for all this? | 
> fas Return an old Man uſually makes. 


 Cler. Very fair, I think. 
Mar. öS you. | 
Clew. I told him you had refoly'd . 
ſome of your Fortune to a poor Relation of yours, and 


as a Mark of his Love, without further e and 
chen you would be his as far as poſſible. ; 
Cher. Well, and what Anſwer to chat! 
le. Clev. Oh be was all Rapture ! conſented to it, and 
ha, ſwore immediately by half a Dozen Chinz/e Saints, with 
in, Aeviliſi hard Names, that he wiſh'd he could make your 
Relation Viceroy of Eaftern Tartary. 


ce Mar. 9 Relation ſhall thank him 3 1 wiſh he 
een may be as fond of him, er neee 
res ter acquainted, 

ich _- Cher. That I doubt of, 

Cle. He expects you immediately ; as we 2 in 
fe's ſtruct Mr. Clerimont how to diſpoſe of himſelf, — Are 
be your Deeds ready? | 
wn Cler. Have you done as you were ordered inthat mat- 
1 ter, Mr. S cribbleſerabble If 

Scrib. Yes, Sir, the Deeds are ready. [Sighing. 
im. Clew. The Deeds are ready — What doletul Voice 


ng, is that? Can that be Mr. Scribble/ſerabble ls it poſſihle 
ave the gay, the witty, the gallant Mr. Scribbleſcrabble ? 


ou, Scrib. Ah good lack! my De- De- Doll's GM: 
as perhaps you don t know that. | 
be- Clev. Falſe! is that all? A Trifle — be falſe a ain, 


be as falſe to her as ſhe' can be to you for the Life of 

in her——Giye her as as ſhe brings, 

Mar. Nay, I told. him'twas below the Character of 

ve, a fine Gentleman, and a Man of the Town, 1 he is, 
72 . . his Noble Soul for any thing a Wife can 

or 
for o, n0,.ke has forgatis, an will doitina very 
ler, th . little 


98 


r and what's that ? | 
cs To do all he can for you——and no more. 


that you requir'd him to join with you in that Settlement | 


little while longer. Indifference is the Word, and 
Madam See may diſpoſe” of her Perſon as 
ſhe thinks fir. | 
Scrib. Nay, 1 hadn't ſo much een for ü it, undef i it 
been for that Son of a Whove; that BoBe-Durdaly 
Bandileer. . 
Clev. Care for it! Nay, if you once come 
to care for your Wife, farewell Gallautry. —J—why 
ou will be Company for no Body but Harberdaſhers, 
Tinmen, neee, and fuch' comical kind of 
cople,' — 
Kt Nay, - I always had a Spirit above'theſe pe- 
paultry Matters too de · de dont know how 
bo me to marry the Jade, unleſs it were for Form 
or out of Cu- Cu- Cuſtom, as they fay. ; 
Mar. No!—And tho' you ey you are ver d at her 
now, I fancy *tis only for form's ſalce, and out of Cu- 
tom, as you ſay Come, come along with us, and; |} - 
think of the Hundred Guineas yowre to get of Mr. 
Friendly. Why "twill buy you Claret-and Mirth e- 
rough to make you —_— believe you are a Keren, 
at. _ 


A SONG, Nw 


* | 
8 1L LY Nate. 2 give oer thy" woingy 


Sighing, 22 kiffing, Cooi 
All is 2 £ olifþ, d K. | * 


All that follows after Ries, 
The very beſt, the Bliſs of Blifſer, "ME 
II as du „ al F T 


Prove the h, and tall: ber Trea/are, at 


Tel! "mie then, wohes Jul of Pleaſure, \ 
What dull bia thau can diſcover, 
Duller than 4 ver. | 
E S.. 2 


"ACT m SCENE, IL.” 
--$-CENE, Sir Timothy Tallapoy's Houſe. 


Eater Angelica, Mariana, and Mrs, Clever. 


4 ELL, e don't you think my Father 
* W of the ſtrangeſt old mes 
that ever you 


on hy 7 oh your Eyes? Oh gemini! I 

wou'dn't marry ſuch à firange fort of an Fellow 

for all the World. 1 

Cle. No, nor ſhe” neither, Chud, notwithſtanding 

all che violent Proteſtations of good Will he made hiin 
now. 

Mar. I ſwear I think there i is ſomiet] agree- 
able and entertaining in Sir Timothy's 3 
Cv. Nay, indeed, all the IIl that you cen ſay of 
him js, that he's an Old Man, and for my pare Ichi 
all Old Men are alike. 

A. Oh dear, in What, Madam: 

Ciev. In bein for nothing, Madam. 

An. On dear don't think fo, 1 faticy I could like 
SE: f OLE Mas y, they're fo civil and 
complaiſant, and fo neat, ; 1 Clean, and ſhav'd fo 
Tloſe, I warrant ye. = 


4 Shou yoo Like Mr - i he were on 
As. As for Mr. Friendly indeed, Madam, he's a kind 
ofa Stran ger to me, ſo that I dont know what 
1 der very ood . of # hin k — 7 on 


ſome — may make a 
when ſhe i mn 
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*.— qo abſolute _ to him as you are: 
m not you a 1 ypocrite ? Hark ye ; 
0 W. [Hitting ber evith" ber Fam. 
Do you intend to wit to-night to a Man that yo 
wn ſuch = r- —— —_ 

WO What es 
who Gale ꝓut ſuch a thing into your Head ? ** 

Cle. He that pu it into yours, Joars, Friendy. 

2 T wear he gives himſelf a range Liberty of 
talkin 
1 None but mat you II forgive kim for, 1 dars 
r. 

Clew. He fancy d, if he didn't tell, you would. 

Ang. Well, I — — his Confidence. 

Mar. For being befoxe-hand with you. Really Love- 
Matters are come to be manag'd after a very fantaſtical 
manner, and all the Care is now, not who ſhall krep 
the 5 Secret beR,' but 'who ſhall tell firſt, 

g. I'll vow I have a good Mind not to have him, 
pe That — all they fa Madam, 
ar wo Wrong, as , 
to fall out with him, and be reveng'd upon * ſelf. 

Cv. $he ll conſider better of & it, never Law. 

Mar. Well, but dear Madam, we. are. of your Party, 
and I hope you take us to be ſo much your Friends as 
to deſerve your Cankdence——— You know we have 
. Neg upon Sir -74merfy, but in order, to king 


| ws A els, benen Mr. Frie Friendly and you, to a happy 
* Na , really, I muſt needs ſay I have been in- 
I. bie be yas, 2 And indeed 


dear Madam 
er Naber 1s loch a ft ſtrange kind of a Man, that I don't 
My — gun wn 10 et of is . Well, 
bat ava Mr. Fr Mariana. 
Mar. Alina, Madam ; . Aeta Parr 


Ang. Oh dear, yes, to be fure | 
better too but do — — pup d? 
I believe he's a ſtrange wild young Fellow, ; really a Wo- 


E with theſe wild young Fel- 
M ar. 


man runs a ſtrange 


De BIT R. 7 
Mar. All Gameſters that play deep, and puſ for a 
Fortune, run Hazards, and for my part I am always for 
riſquing with a wild Fellow rather than a tame one 
beſides, were he never ſo wild, Matrimony will make 
him bate of his Speed, as they ſay that have try d it. 
2 111 vow I have heard he drinks a World of Cla- 


"Che. And you that will make him ſo heepy— 
HI don't wonder what you can mean by that 
yell, Mrs. Clever, you are the maliciouſeſt Crea- 


. tary, you are al a teazing one; but I am reſolv'd 
Tl be reveng' you at Ni , when we are dedte. 
gether 

Cv. A bed ether! for Shame ! why wou'dn's 
abandon your Briegroom for me? * 
Ang. Nay, Mrs. Cirver, you know when you tie 


always uſe to be,m fellow, and you fhan't 
il, — at of your Bed N y, Tm tedlwd you 
—— e wor 
ay, I won 
lie awake and talk to me. s 
Clev. No, no, you know Tm „ leepieſt Creature in 
the World: Lou had better inch Find, at 
won't lie awake, and ———talk to you. 
Ang. T'll ſwear I Fans pF Mind to ye 
Mouth lan oman's mad o 


Oh 
ie. Methinles Sir "Timothy ſtays v long—diaw' 
he promiſe to. follow 12 * | 


: air 77 the Servants to Dance, as they | 


mperor of China. 
r faith kewl che Buſineſs we want 


to _ done, and ye on with his Targaryas Ballet after- 


bien v viel lin you waut 0 fal wit 
| 115 me Las 


8 pleaſe, ie Madam. e PEE 
Ang. He'll leave the Cham of | Tartary une wait 


Ni. Clrvir, if you ſhould happen io fee Mr. 12 . 
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1, I charge you don't tell him we [Coming back. 
have been talking of him We ſhall have him ſo 
vain, and in his Airs, I warrant you. 
Clev. No, no, you ſhall have the Pleaſure of betraying 
the Secret and telling him all your ſelf but pray 
make haſte and diſpatch your Embaſſy. 
Ang. I'll be here again in a Minute. 
= f - ; =" [Exit Angelica. 
ary Well, what think you of Mrs. Friendly that is 
to | | 4 | 
Mar. She's in a moſt violent Twitter. " 
Clew. As all young Ladies of her Age are at the Ap- 
proach of Matrimony. N | 

Mar. She's ſo out of Breath, and ſo merry, and fo 
grave, and ſo glad, and ſo ſmirking, and ſo ſmiling. 
Ov. And doesn't know whether ſhe goes upon her 
Mar. Love! Love! my Dear l you know this Love 
is the Devil Ha! pray look this way. [ Looking out: 
is not that the moſt ſerene, and moſt ami Mr. Pinch 
that's coming into the Court? 
Cu. Tis he; there are certain fooliſh Appurtenances 
belonging to his Face and Perſon, which no one elſe can 
pretend to- but I think we are ready for him, and ſo let 
* as ſoon as he pleaſes. - Fl 


Mar. 1 wou'dn't have him ſeeme. 

Clev. No, we'll go look upon your Oriental Lover's 

Preparations for your Entertainment.  - [Exeunt, 
Enter Pinch and a Servant. 


Ser. If it ſhall ſeem agreeable to you to repoſe 

moſt worſhipful Perſon in this Place, I will notifie \xrad 
Arrival to Sir Timothy Tallapey, Knight and Mandarin 
of the Seventh Order. * 51 

| Pinch, Tis very well, Friend, notifie to your Maſter 
with' what haſte you can conveniently, but don't diſcom- 
poſe your ſelf; don't put your ſelf out of Order. ' 

£4 | 75 f e Exit Servant. - 
Very fooliſh, Faith. If the reſt of my Father-in-Law's 
Family be of a piece with this Fellow, I ſhall 3 
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r em to be the onl 
it in the Family — 1 don't know, it may be well 
enough tis better biting than being bit, certainly 
Who'd have thought that ſly Devil, that Mrs. 
Mariana, ſhou'd have had it in her to put ſuch a practical 
Bite upon one It coſt me Two Hours in Time, 
beſide Eight and a Penny in Monies number d, to ſtay 
for her, and ſhe never come at laſt. Very pretty 
Manners truly I ſmoak ſomewhat between that 
ſame Clerimont and her ; but no matter, Bite's the Word. 
I ſhall be even with her before to-morrow Morning 
l believe, if I play'd one, I play'd Forty Games 
at All-Fours and Shovel- Board with Mr. Bandileer ——- 
Poor Fellow, he was bloodily in for it at laſt——*Tis 
true, indeed, he drank a World of Geneva but 
his Couſin will take Care of him She's a diſcreet 


Woman 1 the main, I believe ſhe held 

his Head fo kindly when he grew a little fickiſh——— 

Ha! ha! tis he! $1%2 1 
Enter Sir Timothy Tallapoy. , 


The Lord Chancellor of Mo/cow's mad Mace-bearer!— 
How the Devil ſhou'd he get hither -I wou'd I were 
well got by him—I wonder they ſuffer him to walk a- 
bout with ſuch a Stick in his Hand. | [ 
Sir Tim. I'll conſummate this Affair with my Son- in- 
law Pinch as ſoon as may be, and I will then Ha! 
how ! here is that wretched Puppy that goeth up and 
down ſeeking whom he may bite Is there no 
ſafe againſt Biting, not even a Man's on Houſe ? Von 
take a ſtrange Liberty, Friend; after ſome Occurrences 
that paſs d between us ſo latex. 
Pinch. A ſtrange Fellow this, I don't know what to 
do, not I—1 muſt try to ſpeak him fair, I think, and 
ſee if one can mollifie him that way, for tis but a Word 
and a Blow with him, that I fee clearly. [Ale 
Sir Tim. Now is this wicked Villain meditating a Bite, 
but by the Majeſty of Peking, I will confound the Evil 
Imagination ere it can be brought to Perfection 
Heark to me, —_— are one of thoſe that 
| 3 make 
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. Ads. 
bat Al 


Affair, Sir? why really I have an Affair. 
Sir Tm. Ay! diſcuſs to me of what Nature. 
Pinch. Nature, Sir ? If I cou'd come to the Speech 
ef the proper Perſon·— ð?;ðẽ 
Sir Ba. I notifie to you that I am. the moſt proper 
Perſon of any one within theſe Walls to whom you 
may unfold your Bus'neſs. ; ho atlas 
_ » Pinch. Look ye, Sir that isn't the matter I don't 
ſay but you may be very proper for ought I know, but 
my Bus'nefs at preſent lies more properly with the Gen- 
- tleman of the Houſe. 62457 BY: | 2 
Sir Tim. Then I notifle to you again that it lies with 
me eome; bar Biting, and begin. bit} 40 
: reer rr ſhed'd 
do 2 e 0 1 | [ 
Pray, Sir; no Harm, I hopes by your Leave only. 
. 22 * Going him, 
Sir 77m. Whither wou'd" you paſs; Friend? - © | 
"Pinch. Only that way a little -Juſt in at that Door, 
"that's all——1 ſhall meet with ſome of the Family; 


'F won't trouble you, Sir. 145˙8 
Sir Tim. Sir, I have undertaken the diſcuſſing your 
Buſineſs my ſelf, and till. I haue made ſome further Pro- 
ores in it the Family ſball not be met with;———No, 
bh by the moſt Potent and Serene Cham they ſhall hut. 
Pinch. Pray, Sir, let me tell you, this is very uncivil, 
Sir. 1 don't know but J may be in haſte; and fo 
forth, and may have Occaſion to ſpeak with a dear Friend 
' that Hes ercuſly-fidk im the Houſe. 
Sir Tim. Manſion is ſalubrious and healthy; but if 


N KK. er 


We BI Tr EN ry 
Medicines,. or; menen 


an Apothecary? 

Pinch. - Be a I've a good Mind, ——twas. at n 
"Be Fm — 
Tim, Hal Whas i is © on ones EE; 


5. the U 
gar Ib mn & Fatou of of a, 9 2 or Ne wi 8 +4 | 


Sir Tim, WORN How PORE he varies, his 
Fable ay on. I am he;-—tbo' thou knew 
it — biting Viper thou I am he pro- 
nounce, 

Pinth. 05 d dear l this — worſe! IOW he! 
alas | I wou'd you were but ——— , 

Sir Nm, Speak, what? N 

Piach Your ſelf Sir, that's all, only a ety wits 
1 waiy o were your own Man. 

Sir 77m. Soho! My' faithful Servants, a roch; 
pA teach you to bite one of the e riental Tra- 


ders in his own Manfion. ul R chou 2% er 55 
Fam diſtracted, of a nr fro negians 5 
5 en rhoug Kr fit to n e and drink iy hp 
cadets Governor of Canton; 40 1 


SR y, and the learned * 
Piacl. Locle ye Fiend,” 1 don't f any Body 

but theſe are odd Circumffances, and ! rp Fi 
bout w_ ta be i ed, and OP and: 


t 
Lr . "TE 


45 — Nanda The E ur 
8 Lok ye. 2 Kane's 

— re One TREES 

Sir Tim. Doſt on bus me the — mine 


Allie !—Seize retch ! 2 
Piacb. erp him, the W fooliſh; 1 big 


Look ye, I am Sir Peter Pinch's Sew and Helm — 
$ am 


Fo be BIT ER. 


am a Man of Wit and Pleaſure, I underſtand the Town, 
and I won't be us'd ſo, for ne'er a Mace · bearer nor a 
Mad man in Moſcow. 

Sir m. Incontinently I think thou art diſtracted thy 
ſelf; bat it ſuffices me that I know thee to be a Biter, 
the Name that mags ry nom all kind of Villainy — Cou d 
the right-worſhipful- and moſt ſincere, my Friend, Sir 
Peter Pinch, a Man of his moſt categorical Pri 


engender a Biter ! impoſſible out, thou Impoſtor ! 2 


Pinch. So ho! what's there no body — one's 
part! Sir Timot —_ | 
Sir Tim. Hold him fatt 


_ Enter Mariana and Mrs. Clever. 45 


Cle. The Lovers will be reprievin ently 
— | left em mumbling over pat rept ing preech 
Eagerneſs, as if they were to be happy in good earneſt. 

Mar. Very well ; now for our Cue here—— Matters 
have happen'd as we cou'd have wiſh'd 

Sir Tim. Moſt exceeding fair, and my very good 
Friend, my propitious Stars have directed me to the 
Diſcovery of a notorious Impoſture, and your excel 
_ come very opportunely to behold my Ju- 


Pinch. Well, Friend, if he be never ſo much your Ma- 
fter, and the individual numerical Sir Timothy, ” Am as 
much the individual numerical Squire Pinch, as he is the 
individual numerical Sir Timethy T, 

2 the Servants. 


Mar. I muſt confeſs. he has a ſtrange deſigning kind of 
a Face ſhou'd be very cautious of truſting ſuch a 
ſort of a Man upon his bare Word. 
Cv. Near Sir Timothy have à Care of him, methinks 
I fee Biting written in his very; Forehead. | 


Sir Tim. Madam, the age Oriemas are wot eaſy 


bit. 
Pinch. Oh Ladies, i= humble 1 9—.— 
* faith and troth n e — RR, 


* f 4 4 47 is 5 tl 
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theſe Ladies know me. Madam, here's really a 
fooliſh Adventure. 

Clev. What does he mean? he addreſſes his Diſcourſe 
to us. — Bleſs me, I'm afraid he's diſtracted —— how. 
he looks! For Goodneſs fake don't come too near him, 
—— They ſay tis as bad as Poiſon to be bit by . Mad- 
man. 

Sir Time. It is, Madam, what we may proper! „lan 
egregious degree of Folly mixt with an de- 
gree of Impudence — tis what the Learned in the 
Weftern Nations call a Complication. - 

Pinch. Pſhaw ! phoo! this is all fooling ! Ladies! Ma- 
dam! here are a whimfical Set of People would perſuade 
me my Name isn't Pines. 

Sir Tim. I told your Ladyſhip what he drives at, he 
wou'd bite me under a wrong Name. 

Mar. And pray, Sir, — oh dear — hold him faſt, — 
is your Name Pinch? | 

Pinch. Bite! Bite! Madam. | 

Sir Tim. You ſee, moſt excellent Lady, you ſee what 
he wou'd be at. 

. And do you. really think Sir, your Name ts 
inc : 

Pinch, Nay, Madam, J tell you Tim like to be us'd 
this is all ridiculous! Speak Truth now 
didn't know one! — This is Biing 


1 — Bleſs me! my Dear! did you over fe this Mah 
ore? 
Mar. Never with my Eyes, Madam, — Sir 7: 
let me- conjure you to have a care, there is certainly 
ſome very villainous Deſign laid againſt you, this 1s 
ſome Plot. 
Pinch. What is the meaning of all this? — Didn't I 
one down in the Coach" with "7oy to Diy ? Mrs. M- 
riana Madam. 
Clev. The confident: Wretch! ! He has Name 
t00—— Hark ye, Friend, what good does it do yon 
now to counterfeit another Body be found ut at Jt 
cou'dn't think but ic muſt needs be ſound out 


0 noching i 
with nothing of this kind in ing, Sir 


ol Eating and Drinking were: diſcover d ſome Agen 4 


Clev 
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n very ſevere in thaſe 


Mar. 


kee rr 


14 Why this i is deyanright.makiog a. Fool of one: 
BE Ou, had been more a Gatlewoman. . 

. Bohee ! Do you [To a Seruant, 

* * 1 at in the Cellar 

— 1 will lupplicate the Mandarins of Juſtice-that Puniſh- 


Few may be inflicted accarding to his Baerns 
way with him. 


Mar. I never ſaw the like in my Life, 1 4 
Sir Tm. Madam, we live in a flagitious. bj Age, 
and a biting Climate — Away with him 


york 1 wilb I. were wall turn d of the Caps of 75 


Pe 

Pinch, Pryythee be quiet, Friend Talk of ning one 
in a Cellar H Phe! what a jeff Beth won't 
flir a Foot, that's flat Help! Muzder ! oy Why 


Jon won't 7 What, wilt yon pull one's Arm off? You'll, 


anſwer all this — If ever I bite any 

—ſ{ay— hear me 
Mar. Upon 

made a wol terible Noiſe— I believe dar war will 

be to Ar of the Houle. g eds 951 

MY hat he can neither 5 nor. bellow, 'tiorhobg 


again — pray 
force hin: off. 


— Courſe you can take with him. 
Mar. Well, of all the diſagreeable things one meet 


is ſo 8 1 — 


e "Ewou'd de Füge without 


IE Well they aw 


graceful/is that Habit hoy Ti 
of the Eaſtern Wiſdom it gives us 


Sir Tins, They are cengialy a vent Fe 


m 


oy Ward fam heartily frightep'd.; he 


Hm. 


; of. the 


eople — — 
e what an Image 


e ; Arty be- 
Science: 


wo cn hn 410 |. 
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FT 
Cle, Coneerning Beards and their Management I 
have heard indeed — 
Sir Tim. The whole Qeconomy of the Beard was treat- | 
ed of Seyen Thouſand Years ago, by a learned Chize/e 
Philoſopher, in Fifteen Volumes. — Ab, Madam, migh 
I but hope for the Pleaſure of ſeeing your Ladyſhip in 
the moſt glorious * of Peking. I wou'dn't come hi- 


Mar. | obey — Sir Timothy 
may be ſute I ſhall follow my Husband all the World 


over, 

Sir Tim. Happy! happy Man will he be. 

\ Enterhogdlics, Friendly difguis'd, Scribbleſcrabble- 
| avrth M'ritings. + 7 

11. Fleet a Gentleman enquires for wer x 

* * Fir Kosch. this 3s mh Retatian.! l who 
balf we * as 4. charitable Deed I ſpoke to yu of. 
Sir Tim. Six, you. arg honour'd * — Your ae mn 
Affinity with the IIlaſtrious. 


Friend, — 1 have. aþ ways conceiv d as Fort | 
the Tuing! is done. [To Clever af 


tis ov 8 haye it to d6- 
orld — } did N 


pit-#- pat all ths 


mam talk to 1 f 

r 

2 daun according to your La- 
(i art: | 

ps am — fon om the Honour to concur, 


deliver thia a8 your, Ad and Deed, Sir, 
e this Gentleman 
Sir Tim. I do, Sir, with my full Intentions, | 
Sir Tim. execate the Deed. 


and wiſh rok. Hapyines may hereby redound and a0- 
Friend, F. enn abe you e gu. 


5 
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thor of my Happineſs, and will take an 8 to 


convince you of my Gratitude. 
N Enter Lady Stale, and Clerimont. 
Stall. Tell not me, Mr. Clerimont, I'm not to be fobb'd 
off ſo— I'll find him out, if he be above Ground. © 
Cher. Why, I tell you he's juſt now upon making his 
Fortune, and you'll ruin all. 
Stale. I tell you I'll have him whole and ſole, as the 
Law directs, with all his Ways, Water-courſes, Eaſements 


and Appurtenances, I'll not bate him an Inch. a 


Cler. [To Friendly. ] Look ye, Sir, the Matter is gone 
as far as twill bear, and you have nothing to do now but 
2 good the Ground we have got for you. 
Sir Tim. What is the Meaning of this? What does this 
Lady's. Paſſion import: 
- Mar. Some Weeping and much Talking, I believe. 
Ten to One but ſhe tells us more of her Mind. 


Sir Tim. Madam, may 1 enquire= {To Lady Stele. 


Stale. Sir, I am teducd to the laſt Extremity, I am 


defeated and evil entreated, I am deeper, by the moſt 


inconſtant Perſon ——— 
q Friend: That ever had the Hovovr 4 = La- 
y's Favour. Pull Digi 

Stale. Oh are you there, Sir — well 1 
deed ! I am given to underſtand that youare fai — Sir, + 
that you are falſe, Sir, that you are making you 
over, by a Marriage Contract, to the Daughter of Sir 77. 
mot hy Tallapey, in order to defraud me, your lawful Cre- 
ditor, of my natural Dues and Perquiſites. 

Sir T:m. How, moſt exceeding fair Lady, are there 
Machinations againſt your moſt faithful humble Servant? 
Is your Relation Mr. Friendy ? [To Mariana. 

Mar. Since the matter is out, tis moſt certainly ſo, my 
Relation is Mr. Friendly, or Mr. Friendhy i is my Relation, 
you may take it either Way. 

e . 

ar. But Sir Timothy ! won't quarrel w 
him for that: Hark ye, let me tallewith Fele a 
akes him afide. 

Friend. And does common Fame really ſay all this? 


8 tali. 


N 


oO NN en 


b 
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. 2 — does it, to thy Shame, thou Traitor ! 
Friend. 8585 for the matter of the Matrimony tis 
too true 3 other part, I ſtand up for m Con- 
ſtancy, and do aver I was never falſe in my Life; for 
| my Trial I put my ſelf upon my Country here reſent, 
reren 
doon as you ſee 
| | Stole. Oh Wretch ! do'ſt thou. not expect the Houſe 
& | ſhou'd fall down upon thee this Inſtant? 
s Friend, No, I truſt in the Timber-work.. 
' | © Sale. Oh thou Wickedneſs incarnate! How "A haſt 
s & thou looked upon me and ſmil'd, and then ſmil'd and 


t | look'd upon me again? 


3 Very often truly, being for the moſt part of a 

" merry Di poſition as the worſhiptul Bench here know. 

Stale. But fay how often amorouſly, ay, ſpeak . ; 

. if thou dar'ſt. 
Friend. Never. Clewv. A ſhort Anſwer chat. 

Stale. Madam, I believe he has ſqueez'd this poor 


Hand [CHing. 
Ang. Did you ſqueeze that filthy bony thing ? You 
ſhan'r couch mine. | 
Stale. Till I have been forc'd to cry,” dh! haps 
Clev. Very barbarous that, in my Mind. 
* Ch. But no Sign of OO: : 7 
Cle. Oh none at all. 3 


tale. Didn't you promiſe me to put me out of my Pain 
before to-morrow z out of my Pain, I ſtick to — 22 
Friend. And Faith, I think I have been as good as . 
my Word ; the Devil's i int if you don't know what to 
e | truſtto now. 
Ti, Stale: Ah | thou art a Fellow of ſweet Principles ! but 
L, I know what you want, you want to put me in a Fit, do 
| you ? but I'll do m bel to del en [Sobbing., 
» | Oh! how it heaves! how it heaves here! Dear Clever, 
eaſe my Lace quickly, or I ſhall = down, I am not 
able to bear it. 1 
h Cler. N ay, Madam, he sa moſt prefdions Wretch, ther? $ 
N certain; but ſince you ſee there is no good to be done 


, with him, you had much better retire betore you' fall into 
a 
le, 


— — — — — — — — = _ 
— F —Tꝙ——— 
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a frem Dforfler ; you'll ouly give him an occaſion” ef a 
Cle. Mr. Clrimont tells you true; thefe  Ratile. 
heady you g Fellows don't know how to value a diſcreet 
, Ider On. 9 OY: Pp (38 4 A f 
1 2 Ah, Clever, thou art certainly in the right. II 
ve him to his Flirt! Well, this is my Fiſteenth Mig- 
rtune of this kind fince I hate been a Widow But 
I'll retire inge the Cduntry this Inſtant I'm reſolv'd, 
and mind good Books, and making Sweetmeats and Salves, 
d never truſt ina Man of 1 4 
Friend. Aud will me go? Will che dear Creature go? 
cans te [Exit Lady Saule. 
Ang. Well, TIl ſwear you're a croſs-grain'd natur'd F} 4 
thing, I'll vow I've a good Mind to hate you.” | 
| Friend. What, for ſacrificing all to you, you dear little 


Cc 
e N | « 
A. Be quiet, can't you! Don't you ſee my Father & || / 

Sir Tim. Well, Madam, you fee your Power over yc t 
layve— Mr. Friendly, as this Lady has done you he te 
onour to intercede for you, I declare I receive you as | ® 
I 

A 


my Son- in. law, and will make good what I feal'd to for 
my Daughter's Fortune—T hope you are no Bitter. | 

Friend. A moſt profeſs d Enemy to all Fools of that 
kind. | Wu" | 
Er Tim. I like you the better, you. may come te f 4 
* Enter a Servant. * * 1» 
Ser. The Peaſant Gregory Grumble, who was impriſon'd 
in the Cellar, notifies to your Worthineſs, that the 
Perſon laſt committed is the very real Eſquire Pinch, 
his Maſter. * | 
Sir Tim. Ha! fay'ſt thou ! the Cicumſlance diſpleaſeth 
——Let him be releas'd. I am glad my Daughter is not 
bitten however At muſt be of great Grief to his Parents, 
to hear that he taketh unto Biting after this manner. 
a | Euter Pinch. 3 


Pia. Look ye, Genriomen and Late, unh mige 


1 


// A 


FF « 
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'quainted with my Husband. Sir Timet 
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Kne, very exceeding fine; here have Grevry and I been 
put in a Cellar among old Shoes, broken Bottles, and 
reer reaſon in 


Sir D. Voang Gentleman, the Diſaſter has been of 


your own ſeeking. I am ſorry to ſay it, but tho“ you 
Tere Ten times-the Son of my Friend Sir Poser Pinch, 
and a Biter, I word not affe my rt © 


Pinch. Ha! — you may take yeur Daaghter and 
I woed'n't marry her . 
Mr. For ought Tee tis well the matter has happen d 


a» it has, finde the only ohe thing that ever Sir 


and Mr. 'Pireb could have agreed in, wou' d have been 
in not liking one another. 9 | 
Pinch. Well s 'twas, and perhaps twan't, M 
dam. Look ye, I defire you not to" ceneern your 
about me, I ſhan't concern my ſelf aboat you; pon. 
Mar. Why this is all Tight again, ſor we are cer- 
tainly agreed as to that matter 2003 However I promiſe 
to wear a Willow for 'your falke, hen I *hear you 
are ſped. & 13957 43 321 Oli 21 
Pinch. Well, well, you may wear what you pleaſe. 
J believe I know what your Husband will wear, ſweet 
Madam Nimble- Chops. TEAR 
Mar. Don't be in a Choler, and I'll bring you ac- | 
„it is ſome 
Eſteem for 


time ſince that I have had a very parti 
your Family. 7, 1 1  YOOR 

Sir Tim. Madam, you confer Honour. 

Mar. And in order to make my ſelf a Part of it, 
about a Week ago I was marry'd to this Gentleman, 
your Nephew. [ Pointing to Clerimont. 

Sir Tim. How, to my Nephew ! oh thou moſt per- 
fidious ! is it poſſible ? TER ATR ; 

Cler. The thing is moſt e i, Sir. 

Sir Ji. Is it o, Sir? Why then the World is all falſe, 
there is nothing but Villainy, Biting — —Jiting—— 

Pinch. Bite! What, art thou bit at laſt, Old Boy, 
Old Fobus, ha! | ; | 

Sir Tim, Get thee n 
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thou moſt wretched Puppy, or I will fo batter 
that Scull of thine 
Pinch. Hold, the Peace—take away his Stick— 


what d'ye mean, ha! what wou'd you be ef d'ye think 
Head: are made for nothing but to be woke ? ? Yey 
pretty Sport, truly. 

Mar. Come, 85 Timothy, be pacify'd 3 I. fancy we 
ſhall agtee much better as Uncle and Niece, than as 
Man and Wife. 

Sir Tim. Oh-thou falſe Creature I am enrag'd, and 
wiſh all the Weſtern World was on Fire——— But III 
take Poſt for the Zaft- Indies this Inſtant, and never con- 
verſe with Man, Woman or Child again, that was born 
on this ſide the Cape of Good-bope. [Exit Sir Tim. 

Chewy, Let rigs ſhall find ſome way to molli- 
fy him, I warrant- you, when the firſt Heat is over. 

Short are the paſſionate Fits of Love, and Rage, 
n Veins of feeble Age. No 
out, and for a Moment ſeems to riſe, 


er ſoon the Fuel fails, randy gry it dies. 
 [Exeunt omnes. 
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